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INTRODUCTION 


Phaviasies was George MacDonald’s earliest prose work. 
It appeared m 1858 — the year in which Tennyson's Idylls 
of the King and Carlyle’s Frederick the Gieat were first 
published More definitely than his dramatic poem, 
WiiJnn and Without (1857), or the earlier Poems (1855), 
Phantastes proclaims the radiant imaginative power that 
dommated all its author’s best work, whether we look for 
it m his fairy tales or m The Dtaiy of an Old Soul, whether 
m the theology of his novels or m themiost mystical of 
all his wntmgs, Lihih To him the imagination stood 
highest of all the faculties It is the soul of Art — the 
power of creatmg symbolic utterance for Ideas, which, with- 
out it, could have no means of presentation It is, no less, 
the power of vision, of seeing, that is. Truth revealed in 
every form of beauty Granted this high office of the 
imagmation, then the fairy tale is, m so far as it is Art, , 
revelation . even though its significance is not to be defined 
m terms of precise allegory, parable, or fable When Auodos 
steps from his bed mto Fairyland, we know that Fairyland 
was always about him waiting to be stepped mto When 
he reaches the clearing m the wood, wherem “the trees 
seemed all to have an expression of conscious mystery, as 
if they said to themselves, ‘ we could, an’ if we would' ’ ’’ 
and ^ds a woman preparing vegetables for dinner, who 
tells him he must have fairy blood m him or he could never 
have got so far mto the wood, it becomes quite plam that 
the ash tree’s greed and the fames’ games are much more 
' real than the vulgar world that will not let us step outside . 
its heavy bars Though Anodos sets out to find his ideal 
and comes home agam rejoicmg that he had lost his shadow 
— the maleficent pairt of him that vulgarises all it touches 



Vlll 


Phantasies 


by daxkenmg the Light that hghteth every man and trans- 
figures all, the Romance is no allegory with a secret moral 
that could be more fittmgly told m balder words Never- 
theless it IS all symbohc utterance , and if we accept Emer- 
son s definition of allegory, we must give this book a 
^ghest place as such “ The moment,” says that writer, 
our discourse is inflamed Avith passion or exalted by 
thought, it clothes itself m images Hence good wnt- 

mg and bnlhant discourse are perpetual aUegones 
This imagery is proper creation ” i Perhaps allegory fails 
as Art only when its discourse is so httle inflamed and 
^a ted that it mvites and demands mtellectual mterpreta- 
t surely succeeds when by its beauty we know its 
an the hopelessness of trymg to reveal its secret to 
he wise, when the babes understand it readily 
fhf* known m the educational world, asked 

wha^t 1, ^(intastes if he could tell her m a few words 

that he hnri meamng? His reply was to the effect 

tefiu tt'Lole object oi givmg 

the fairy tale m geS °toT’' 

to the text-bonh ^ i ^ ’ °^™ely, as antithesis 

lark’s skeleton rather\^for^‘^" advertisement for the 
bird’s nlace in yet, because the 

than a shelf m a naS^^Wo"^ necessary to its lover 
sary that fairy tales^hould^h/^ museum, it is qmte neces- 
bon The unbeliever prommence m our educa- 

tale in the mustard ’ a ^ mcapable of findmg fairy 
Dogma. bowre^ttiSe^;^^^^^^ ^ 

quantity Art ceases to be such^h^”^r unknown 
yet Its claims are absurd if it admvt ^^eanmgless , 

m terms other than its own ^ ^ 

I n^st'co'n&tre'ourb “ " 

'* Purple Island ” is not wholl °n Dhmeas Fletcher’s 

however, to the context leaves ^ reference, 

I letcher’s Pliantastes stands for 

councillors rule the Castle of the^Imd"^ Tn 

xne iviind The first of these 

‘ Nature, chap iv 
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apparently is Judgment and the tliird Memory The follow- 
mg refers to the second — 

" The next that m tlie Castle’s front is plac’t, 

Phantastes hight, his y cares are fresh and green, 

His visage old, his face too much defac’t 
With ashes pale, his eyes deep sunken been 
With often thoughts and never slakt intention 
Yet he the fount of speedy apprehension, 

Father of wit, the uell of arts, and quick mvention 

But in his pnvate thoughts and busy brain 
Thousand thinne forms, and idle fancies flit. 

The three-shap’t Sphinx, and direfull Harpyes train. 
Which in the world had never being yet 
Oft dreams of fire and water, loose delight; 

And oft arrested by some ghastly sprite. 

Nor can he think, nor speak, nor move for great affright 

Phantastes from the first all shapes deriving, 

In new abiliments can quickly dight. 

Of all matenall and grosse parts depnving. 

Fits them unto the noble Pnnee’s sight. 

Which soon as he hath view’d with searching eye. 

He straight commits them to his Treasune, 

Which old Eumnestes keeps. Father of Memone ” > 

GREVILLE MACDONALD 

^ The Poems of Phtneas Fletcher, B D , Fuller’s Worthies 
Library, 1869, vol iv p 181. 
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" Es lassen sich Erzalilnngen ohne Zusammenhang, jedoch 
mit Association, wie Traume, cicnken, Gedichte, die bloss wohl- 
khngend and voll schoner Wortc sind, aber auch ohne alien 
Sinn nnd Zusammenhang, hochstens cinzelne Strophen ver- 
standlich, le Bruchstucke aus den verschiedenartigsten Dmgen. 
Diese wahre Poesie kann hochstens emen allegonschen Sinn im 
Grossen, und erne indirecte Wirkung, wie Musik haben Darum 
1st die Natur so rem poetisch, T.vie die Stube ernes Zauberers, 
ernes Physikers, erne Kinderstube, erne Polterund Vorrath- 
skammer 

" Em Mahrchen ist wie em Tranmbild ohne Zusammenhang 
Em Ensemble wunderbarer Dmge und Begebenheiten, z B erne 
Musikalische Phantasie, die harmomschen Folgen emer Aeol- 
sharfe, die Natur selbst 

" In emem echten Mahrchen muss alles wunderbar, geheim- 
nissvoll und zusammenhangend sem, alles belebt, ]eder auf 
erne andere Art Die ganze Natur muss wunderhch mit der 
ganzen Geisterwelt gemischt sem, hier tntt die Zeit der An- 
archic, der Gesetzlosigkeit, Freiheit, der Nat rstand der Natur, 
die Zeit von der Welt em . . Die Welt des MaJirchens ist die, 

der Welt der Wahrheit durchaus entgegengesetzte, und eben 
darum ihr so durchaus ahnhch, wie das Chaos der vollendeten 
Schopfung aJmhch ist ” — Novalis 
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“ Phantastes from ‘ their fount ' all shapes denving, 

In new habiliments can quickly dight ” 

‘ Fletcher’s Purple Island 

N 

" In good sooth, my masters, this is no door 
Yet IS it a httle window, that looketh upon a great world ” 



PHANTASTES 

A FAERIE ROMANCE 


CHAPTER I 


" A spirit 

% 

The undulating woods, and silent well, 

And rippling rivulet, and evening gloom. 

Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming, 

Held commune with him , as if he and it 
' Were all that was '' ' Shelley's Alastor 

I AWOKE one morning with the usual perplexity of mind 
which accompanies the return of consciousness As I 
lay and looked through the eastern window of my room, 
a faint streak of peach-colour, dividing a cloud that 
]ust rose above the low swell of the honzon, announced 
the approach of the sun As my thoughts, which a deep 
and apparently dreamless sleep had dissolved, began ^ 
again to assume crystalline forms, the strange events of 
the foregoing night presented themselves anew to my 
wondenng consciousness The day before had been my 
one-and-twentieth birthday Among other cereihonies 
investing me ^vlth my legal rights, the keys of an old 
secretary, in which my father had kept his pnvate 
papers, had been delivered up to me. As soon as I was 
left alone, I ordered lights in the chamber where the secre- 
tary stood, the first lights that had been there for many 

A 73= 
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a year; for, since my father’s death, the room had been 
left undisturbed But, as if the darkness had been too 
long an inmate to be easily expelled, and had dyed wth 
blackness the walls to which, batdike, it had clung, these 
tapers served but ill to light up the gloomy hangings, and 
seemed to throw yet darker shadows into the hollows 
of the deep-wrought cornice. All the further portions 
of the room lay shrouded in a mystery whose deepest 
folds were gathered around the dark oak cabinet which 


I now approached with a strange mingling of reverence 
and cunosity Perhaps, hke a geologist, I was about 
to turn up to the hght some of the buned strata of 
the human world, with its fossil remains charred 
by passion and petnfied by tears Perhaps I was to 
earn how my father, whose personal history was un- 
sown to me, had woven his web of story, how he had 
found the world, and how the world had left him Per- 
aps was to find only the records of lands and moneys, 
ow go ^nd how secured , coming down from strange 

men, an ough troublous times, to me, who knew 
httle or nothing of them all 

speculations, and to dispel the awe which 
^ound me as if the dead were draw- 

the kev that^fiH^^ ^®^>^®tary, and having found 

some diffimlt a ^ portion, I opened it with 

, It a heavy high-backed chair 

and sat down before a multitude of J 

s\ides and pigeon-holes J 

board m the centre especaby attracted my interesrL 
If there lay the secret of this long-hidden wLld Its key 
I found One of the rusty lunges cracked and broke as 
I opened the door- .t revealed a number of small pigeon- 
holes These, hoivever. being but shallow compared 
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with the depth of those around the httle cupboard, the 
outer ones reaching to the back of the desk, I concluded 
that there must be some accessible space behind, and 
found, indeed, that they were formed in a separate 
framework, which admitted of the whole bemg pulled 
out m one piece Behind, I found a sort of flexible port- 
cuUis of small bars of wood laid close together horizon- 
tally After long search, and trying many ways to move 
it, I discovered at last a scarcely projecting point of 
steel on one side I pressed this repeatedly and hard with 
the point of an old tool that was l 5 ung near, tfll at length 
it5uelded inwards ; and the httle shde, flying up suddenly, 
disclosed a chamber — empty, except that m one comer 
lay a little heap of withered rose-leaves, whose long- 
hved scent had long since departed, and, m another, a 
small packet of papers, tied with a bit of nbbon, whose 
colour had gone with the rose-scent Almost feanng to 
touch them, they witnessed so mutely to the law of 
obhvion, I leaned back in my chair, and regarded them 
for a moment ; when suddenly there stood on the thres- 
hold of the httle chamber, as though she had just 
emerged from its depth, a tiny woman-form, as perfect in 
shape as if she had been a small Greek statuette roused 
to hfe and motion Her dress was of a kind that could 
never grow old-fashioned, because it was simply natural . 
a robe plaited m a band around the neck, and confined 
by a belt about the waist, descended to her feet It was 
only afterwards, however, that I took notice of her dress, 
although my surpnse was by no means of so over- 
powenng a degree as such an appantion might naturally 
be expected to excite Seeing, however, as I suppose, 
some astonishment m my countenance, she came forward 
%vithin a yard of me, and said, in a voice that strangely 
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recalled a sensation of twilight, and rccd\ river banks, 
and a low wind, even in this deathly room : 

“ Anodos, you never saw such a little creature before, 
did you^ ” 

“ No,” said I ; ” and indeed I hardly believe I do 
now.” 

"Ah! that is always the way with you men; you 
beheve nothing the first time; and it is foolish enough 
to let mere repetition convince you of what you consider 
in itself unbehevable I am not going to argue with you, 
however, but to grant you a wish ” 

Here I could not help interrupting her with the foolish 
speech, of which, however, I had no cause to repent — 

How can such a very httle creature as you grant 
or refuse anything? ” 

Is that all the philosophy you have gained in one- 
and-twenty yearn? ” she said ” Form is much, but size 
IS nothing It is a mere matter of relation I suppose 
your six-foot lordship does not feel altogether insignifi- 
cant, though to others you do look small beside your old 
Uncle Ralph, who nses above you a great half-foot at 
least But size is of so httle consequence with me, that 

I may as well accommodate myself to your foohsh 
prejudices ” 

So saying, she leapt from the desk upon the floor, 
where she stood a tall, gracious lady, with pale face and 
latge blue eyes Her dark hair flowed behind, wavy but 
uncurled, down to her waist, and against it her form 
stood dear m its robe of white 

” Now,” said she, " you will beheve me ” 

Overcome with the presence of a beauty which I 
could now perceive, and drawn towards her by an 
attraction irresistible as mcomprehensible, I suppose I 
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stretched out my arms towards her, for she drew back 
a step or two, and said — 

“ Foolish boy, if you could touch me, I should hurt 
you Besides, I was two hundred and thirty-seven years 
old, last Midsummer eve, and a man must not fall in 
love with his grandmother, you know.” 

" But you are not my grandmother,” said I 

“ How do you know that ? ” she retorted ” I dare 
say you know something of your great-grandfathers 
a good deal further back than that , but you know veiy 
httle about your great-grandmothers on either side 
Now, to the point Your little sister was reading a fairy- 
tale to you last mght ” 

“ She was ” 

” When she had fimshed, she said, as she closed the 
book, ‘ Is there a fairy-country, brother? ' You rephed 
with a sigh, ‘ I suppose there is, if one could find the 
way into it ’ ” 

“ I did, but I m^nt somethmg quite different from 
what you seem to think " 

“ Never mind what I seem to think You shall find 
the way into Fairy Land to-morrow Now look in my 
eyes ” 

Eagerly I did so They filled me with an unknown 
longing I remembered somehow that my mother died 
when I was a baby I looked deeper and deeper, till they 
Spread around me hke seas, and I sank in their waters 
I forgot all the rest, till I found myself at the window, 
whose gloomj^ curtains were withdrawn, and where I 
stood gazing on a whole heaven of stars, small and 
sparkhng m the moonhght Below lay a sea, still as 
death and hoary m the moon, sweeping into bays and 
around capes and islands, away, away, I knew not 
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whither Alas! it was no sea, but a low bog burnished 
by the moon “ Surely there is such a sea somewhere' " 
said I to myself A low sweet voice beside me replied — 
“ In Fairy Land, Anodos ” 

I turned, but saw no one I closed the secretary, and 
went to my own room, and to bed 

All this I recalled as I lay with half-closed eyes I was 
soon to find the truth of the lady's promise, that this 
day I should discover the road into Fairy Land. 
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CHAPTER II 


" ‘ Wo tst dcr Strom ? ' rtef er imt Thrdnen. 
seme blaucn Wetlen iiber uns ? ’ Er sah htnauf, 
Strom floss letsc Uber ihrem Hattpie " — Novalis, 
Ofterdingen. 

" ' Where ts the stream ? ’ cried he. with tears 
its blue waves above us ? ’ He looked up, and lo I 
was flowing gently over their heads " 


Siehst du mcht 
und der blaue 
Heinnch von 

' Seest thou not 
the blue stream 


While these strange events were passing through my 
mind, I suddenly, as one awakes to the consciousness 
that the sea has been moaning by him for hours, or t a 
the storm has been howlmg about his window all mg 
became aware of the sound of running water near me,, 
and, looking out of bed, I saw that a large ^een 
basin, in which I was wont to wash, and which stood on 
a low pedestal of the same material m a comer o my 
room, was overflowing hke a spnng, and that a 
of dear water was mnnmg over the carpet, all t e 
of the room, finding its outlet I knew not where » 
stranger stfll, where this carpet, which I had inyselt 
designed to imitate a field of grass and daisies, bor 
the course of the httle stream, the grass-blad^ and 
daisies seemed to wave in a tiny breeze that fo 
the water’s flow , while under the nvulet they bent an 
swayed with every motion of the changeful current, as 
if they were about to dissolve with it, and, forsaking 
their fixed form, become fluent as the waters 

My dressing-table was an old-fashioned piece o 
furmture of black oak, with drawers all down the front 
These were elaborately carved m fohage, of whic ivy 
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formed the chief part. The nearer end of this table 
remained just as it had been, but on the further end a 
singular change had commenced I happened to fix my 
eye on a httle cluster of ivy-leaves The first of these was 
evidently the work of the carver, the next looked cunous; 
the third was unmistakable ivy; and just beyond it a 
tendnl of clematis had twined itself about the gilt handle 
of one of the drawers Heanng next aslight motion above 
me, ooked up, and saw that the branches and leaves 
esigned upon the curtams of my bed were slightly in 

Tih what change might follow next, 

^ u spnnging from 

flnH ahghted upon a cool green sward, 

f ^ ^ I corn- 

ton wav^J under the boughs of a great tree, whose 
interchanm^^ f golden stream of the sunrise with many 
branch shadows of leaf and 

rested lo^tp^ ^ ^ ‘^car stream, I 

^a^fof a derJT advanced 

and moss, and with Le ’aS^therr®"°'™ ^ 
were discernible along the ^ ^ ^ pmpemel even. 

I. '• must surely be 2e uatbf ^ 

lady of last mght promsed I shm^ 

crossed the nvulet and » J ^ ^ 

footpath on Its nght bank untiTt??^ tto 

into the wood Here I left ft with ^ ®=Teoted, 

and with a vague feeUne th»tT**^°'? reason 

ita course, I took a more southerty®toertio\^™ 
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CHAPTER III 

" Man doth ttsurp all space. 

Stares ihcc. in rock, bush, rtver. tn the face 
Never yet thine eyes behold a tree 
‘Tis no sea thou seist in the sea, 

’Tis but a disguised humanity 
To avoid thy fellow, vain thy plan , 

All that interests a man, is man " 

Henry Sutton 

The trees, which were far apart where I entered, gi'Wig 
free passage to the level rays of the sun, closed rapi y 
as I advanced, so that ere long their crowded stems 
barred the sunhght out, forming as it were a thick grat 
mg between me and the East I seemed to be advancing 
towards a second midnight In the midst of the 
veiling twihght, however, before I entered what appeare 
to be the darkest portion of the forest, I saw a courdty 
maiden coming towards me from its very depths. o 
did not seem to observe me, for she was apparently inten 
upon a bunch of wild flowers which she earned in er 

hand I could hardly see her face, for, though she came 

direct towards me, she never looked up But when we 
met, instead of passing, she turned and walked ong 
side of me for a few yards, still keeping her face 
wards, and busied with her flowers She spoke rapidly, 
however, all the time, in a low tone, as if talking o 
herself, but evidently addressing the purport of l^r 
words to me She seemed afraid of being observe y 
some lurking foe. " Trust the Oak,” said she, trus 
the Oak, and the Elm, and the great Beech Take care 
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of the Birch, for though she is honest, she is too young 
not to be changeable But shun the Ash and the Alder; 
for the Ash is an ogre — you will know him by Ins thick 
fingers, and the Alder will smother you with her ueb of 
hair, if you let her near you at night '' All this was 
uttered without pause or alteration of tone Then she 
tui;Tied suddenly and left me, walking still with the same 
unchanging gait I could not conjecture what she meant, 
but satisfied myself with thinking that it ivould be time 
enough to find out her meaning when there was need to 
make use of her warning, and that the occasion would 
reveal the admonition I concluded from the flowers 
that she earned, that the forest could not be everywvhere 
so dense as it appeared from where I was now walking; 
and I was nght in this conclusion For soon I came to 


a more open part, and by-and-by crossed a wide grassy 
gade, on which were several circles of bnghtcr green. 
But even here I was struck \vith the utter stiUness No 
bird sang No insect hummed Not a hving creature 
crossed my way Yet somehow the whole environment 
seemed only asleep, and to wear even m sleep an air of 
expectation The trees seemed aU to have an expression 
of conscious mystery, as if they said to themselves. “ We 

'aW r ^ ^ look 

dtr and Th ""“embered that mght is the faines' 

day. and the moon their sun, and I thought— Every- 

r r !- - X.T.S: 

Wht ,? ® children of the meht 

who wake when mortals dream and find tv ® 

hfp tn +ia„o.. j '^cam, ana nnd their common 
me in those wondrous honr*; +ha+ Ara.. i ■, 
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children, lying strewn and parted beneath the weight of 
the heavy waves of night, which flow on and beat them 
down, and hold tliem drovmed and senseless, until the 
ebb-tide comes, and the waves sink away, back into the 
ocean of the dark But I took courageand went on Soon, 
however, I became again anxious, though from another 
cause. I had eaten nothing that day, and for an hour 
past had been feeling the want of food So I grew afraid 
lest I should find nothing to meet my human necessities 
in this strange place ; but once more I comforted myself 
with hope and went on 

Before noon, I fancied I saw a thin blue smoke nsmg 
amongst the stems of larger trees in front of me; and 
soon I came to an open spot of ground in which stood a 
httle cottage, so built that the stems of four great trees 
formed its comers, while their branches met and inter- 
twined over its roof, heaping a great cloud of leaves over 
it, up towards the heavens. I wondered at finding a 
human dweUing in this neighbourhood, and yet it did 
not look altogether human, though su&ciently so to 
encourage me to expect to find some sort of food Seeing 
no door, I went round to the other side, and there I 
found one, wide open A woman sat beside it, preparing 
some vegetables for dinner. This was homely and com- 
forting As I came near, she looked up, and seeing me, 
showed no surprise, but bent her head agam over her 
work, and said in a low tone 

“ Did you see my daughter? ” 

“ I beheve I did,” said I ” Can you give me some- 
thing to eat, for I am very hungry ? " 

“ With pleasure,” she rephed, in the same tone; ” but 
do not say anything more, till you come into the house, 
for the Ash is watching us ” 
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Having said this, she rose and led the way into the 
cottage, which, I now saw, was built of the stems of 
small trees set closely together, and was furnished with 
rough chairs and tables, from which even the bark had 
not been removed As soon as she had shut the door 
and set a chair — 

You have fairy blood in you,” said she, looking 
hard at me 

” How do you know that ? ” 

< - “ You could not have got so far into this wood if it 
were not so , and I am tiying to find out some trace of 
it m your countenance I think I see it.” 

” What do you see? ” 

“ 2^’ ^ mistaken m that ” 

13ut how then do you come to hve here? ” 

” Because I too have fairy blood in me ” 

Here I, m my turn, looked hard at her, and thought I 
- notwithstanding the coarseness of her 

a especiaUy the heaviness of her eyebrows, 

gice, and 

the form of n strangely contrasted with 

wieThler '"‘“f ' 1- hands 

exposure ^ °™ied, though hrown with work and 

on th oontinned, " if I did not live 

oat Mth^ -w -d ^ 

quite free of thf^ ^ are not 

“ the artiwror"' 

than I You mav t, -S'™ you have feit it less 

„ You may be further removed too from the fairy 

granZ'" had said about my 
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Here she placed some bread and some milk before me, 
with a kindly apology for the homehness of the fare, 
With which, however, I was in no humour to quarrel I 
now thought it time to try to get some explanation of 
the* strange words both of her daughter and herself. 

‘ What did you mean by speaking so about the Ash ? " 
She rose and looked out of the httle window My eyes 
followed her; but as the window was too small to allow 
a^iything to be seen from where I was sitting, I rose and 
looked over her shoulder I had just time to see, across 
the open space, on the edge of the denser forest, a smgle 
large ash-tree, whose fohage showed bluish, amidst the 
truer green of the other trees around it, when she 
pushed me back with an expression of impatience and 
terror, and then almost shut out the light from the 
Window by setting up a large old book in it. 

In general," said she, recovenng her composure, 

“ there is no danger in the daytime, for then he is soimd 
asleep, but there is something unusual going on in the 
woods; there must be some solemnity among the fames 
to-mght, for all the trees are restless, and although they 
cannot come awake, they see and hear in their sleep ■" 

" But what danger is to be dreaded from him? " 
Instead of answenng the question, she went again to 
the window and looked out, saying she feared the faines 
would be interrupted by foul weather, for a storm was 
brewing in the west 

" And the sooner it gro%vs dark, the sooner the Ash will 
be awake," added she 

I asked her how she knew that there was any unusual 
excitement in the woods She rephed — - 

" Besides the look of the trees, the dog there is un- 
happj’^, and the eyes and ears of the white rabbit are 
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redder than usual, and he fnsks about as if he expected 
some fun If the cat were at home, she would have her 
back up, for the young faines pull the sparks out of her 
tail with bramble thorns, and she knows when they are 
coming So do I, in another way.” 

At this instant, a grey cat rushed in like a demon, and 
disappeared in a hole m the wall. 

There, I told you^ " said the woman 
But what of the ash-tree^ ” said I, returning once 
more to the subject Here, however, the young woman, 
whom I had met in the morning, entered A smile passed 
between the mother and daughter, and then the latter 
began to help her mother in little household duties 
” I should hke to stay here till the evening,” I said, 
^d then go on my journey, if you will allow me 

Youare welcome to do as you please; only it might 

be better to stay all mght, than nsk the dangers of the 
wood then Where are you going? ” 

^ ^ replied, " but I wish to 

see aU that is to be seen, and therefore I should hke to 
Start just at sundown ” 

von ^ youth, if you have any idea of what 

about it- ^ know nothing 

^nfn™ H ““t eeem very weU 

ntoTe cot u However, 
to ««ier tnown 

Lrtha'Jili “"1 

old book whirl, cf n ^ leave to look at the 

brought rtte * r The woman 

look towards the fortt ^and th°°* ^ another 
^ est, and then drawing a white bhnd 
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over the window I sat down opposite to it by the table, 
on which I laid the great old volume, and read It con- 
tained many wondrous tales of Fairy Land, and olden 
times, and the Kmghts of King Arthur’s table. I read 
on and on, till the shades of the afternoon began to 
deepen , for m the midst of the forest it gloomed earlier 
than in the open country At length I came to this 
passage — 

“ Here it chaunced, that upon their quest. Sir Galahad 
and Sir Percivale rencountered m the depths of a great 
forest Now, Sir Galahad was dight all in harness of 
silver, clear and shimng, the which is a dehght to look 
upon, but full hasty to tarmsh, and withouten the labour 
of a ready squire, uneath to be kept fair and dean And 
yet withouten sqmre or page. Sir Galahad s armour 
shone like the moon And he rode a great white mare, 
whose bases and other housings were black, but all 
besprent with fair hlys of silver sheen Whereas Sir 
Percivale bestrode a red horse, with a tawny mane and 
tail, whose trappmgs were aU to-smirched with mud 
and mire and his armour was wondrous rosty to behold, 
ne could he by any art furbish it again, so that as the 
sun in his going down shone twixt the bare trunks of the 
trees, fuh upon the knights twain, the one did seem all 
shimng ^vlth hght, and the other all to glow with ruddy 
fire Now It came about in this wise For Sir Percivale, 
after his escape from the demon lady, whenas the cross 
on the handle of his sword smote him to the heart, and 
he rove himself through the thigh, and escaped away, 
he came to a great wood, and, in nowise cured of his 
fault yet bemoamng the same, the damosel of the alder- 
tree encountered him. nght fair to see, and with her 
fau words and false countenance she comforted him and 
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beguiled him, until he followed her where slie led him 
to a 

Here a low hurned cry from my hostess caused me to 
look up from the book, and I read no more 

Look there 1 ’ she said, " look at his fingers! 

Just as I had been reading in the book, the setting 
sun was shimng through a cleft in the clouds piled up in 
the west , and a shadow as of a large distorted hand, with 
thick knobs and humps on the fingers, so that it was much 
wider across the fingers than across the undivided part 
of the hand, passed slowly over the httle bhnd, and then 
as slowly returned in the opposite direction 

He IS almost awake, mother, and greedier than 
usual to-mght ” 

angry 

wth us than he is . for you do not know how soon some- 

voii 3 ° said I; " how is it that 

you are safe here? ” 

reJhfd T*" “““ I'® 

OOT cotta J 

friends B^it h™'!* *^®y ®r® 

SmetnnS a a e ' f®®®® ®t 

favounte way of doina 

’> ^ ^3-y» keep out of his way to- 

■■ T things? ” said I 

the fairy naturTen knowing how much of 

whethe7you can ™ ®’'®P 5°°“ a®® 

and that wiU be 
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“ Are the trees faines too, as well as the flowers? ” 
I asked. 

“ They are of the same race,” she rephed, " though 
those you caU faines m your country are chiefly the 
young children of the flower fames They are very fond 
of having fun with the thick people, as they call you; 
for, hke most children, they hke fun better than an5d;hing 
else ” 

“ Why do you have flowers so near you then? Do 
they not annoy you? " 

“ Oh, no, they are very amusing, with their mimicnes 
of grown people, and mock solenmities Sometimes they 
wiH act a whole play through before my eyes, with per- 
fect composure and assurance, for they are not afraid of 
me. Only, as soon as they have done, they burst into 
peals of tiny laughter, as if it was such a ]oke to have 
been senous over anything These I speak of, however, 
are the fairies of the garden They are more staid and 
educated than those of the fields and woods Of course 
they have near relations amongst the wild flowers, but 
they patromse them, and treat them as country cousins, 
who know nothing of hfe, and very httle of manners 
Now and then, however, they are compelled to envy the 
grace and simphcity of the natural flowers '' 

“ Do they hve m the flowers? ” I said 

“ I cannot tell,” she replied " There is something 
in it I do not understand Sometimes they disappear 
altogether, even from me, though I know they arc near 
They seem to die always \wth the flowers they resemble, 
and by whose names they are called , but whether they 
return to life wntli tlie fresh flowers, or, W'hether it be 
new flowers, new fames, I cannot tell They have as 
many sorts of dispositions as men and women, while 

B 
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their moods are yet more variable; twenty different ex- 
pressions will cross their little faces in half a minute. 

I often amuse myself with watching them, but I have 
never been able to make personal acquaintance wth any 
of them If I speak to one, he or she looks up in my face, 
as if I were not worth heeding, gives a little laugh, and 
runs away ” Here the woman started, as if suddenly 
recoHectmgherself.and said inalow voiceto her daughter, 

“ Make haste — go and watch him, and see m what 
direction he goes ” 

I may as well mention here, that the conclusion I 
amved at from the observations I was afterwards able 
to make, was, that the flowers die because the fames go 
away , not that the fames disappear because the flowers 
die The flowers seem a sort of houses for them, or outer 
bodies, which they can put on or ofi when they please 
Just as you could form some idea of the nature of a man 
from the kind of house he built, if he followed his own 
taste, so you could, without seeing the fames, tdl what 
any one of them is hke, by looking at the flower tfll you 
feel that you understand it For just what the flower 
says to you, would the face and form of the fairy say, 
only so much more plainly as a face and human figure 
can express more than a flower For the house or the 
clothes, though hke the inhabitant or the wearer, cannot 
be wrought into an equal power of utterance Yet you 
would see a strange resemblance, almost oneness, between 
the flower and the fairy, which you could not describe, 
but which described itself to you Whether all the 
flowers have fames, I cannot determine, any more than 
I can be sure whether all men and women have souls 
The woman and I continued the conversation for a 
few minutes longer 1 was much interested by the 



A Faerie Romance ip 

“tonished at the language 

But now thp /i ^ education in itself 

Ash had ^turned with the news, that the 

and as J, ^ south-westeriy du-ection; 

shoi'iM n ^ seemed to he eastward, she hoped I 

fncf n„ n T "g I departed at 

the pcia + window, and there stood 

beTiP A same as before; but I 

- to ^ prepared 

waf « ^y dismay there 

not f woman with a smile begged me 

use fh myself, for money was not of the slightest 

\vh ^ ^ might meet with people m myj ourneys 

om I could not recognise to be fames, it was well I had 
° nothing offended them so much 

They would think," she added, “ that you uerc 
making game of them, and that is their peculiar 
Pnvilege with regard to us " So %ve went together into 
e httle garden which sloped doira towards a lower 
purt of the wood 


Here, to my great pleasure, all was life and bustle 
Phere was still light enough from the da} to see a little * 
^ud the pale half-moon, half-wa}'’ to the zenith, ims 
revixnng every moment The whole garden vas like a 
carnival, wnth tiny, gaily decorated forms, m groups;, 
assemblies, processions, pairs or tnos, mo\ang statelv 
on, running about ualdly, or sauntering hither or tinthcr 
Prom the cups or bells of tall flovers, as from balconies* 
some looked down on the masses bdow. now hurstin« 
'\ath laughter, now gm\e as owls; but o\en m them 
decpoc;t solemnity, '^■'enu'ng only to l>e w->Umg for th- 
amx-al of tlic noM Latch Some %UTe hunch* d \m ^ 
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little marshy stream at the bottom, in boats chosen from 
the heaps of last year's leaves that lay about, curled 
and withered These soon sank with them, whereupon 
they swam ashore and got others Those who took fresh 
rose-leaves for their boats floated the longest; but for 
these they had to fight, for the fairy of the rose-tree 
complained bitterly that they were stealing her clothes, 
and defended her property bravely 
“ You can’t wear half you've got," said some 

Never you mind, I don’t choose you to have them: 
they are my property." 


" All for the good of the commumty! ” said one, anc 
ran off with a great hollow leaf. But the rose-fairy spranf 
after him (what a beauty she was ! only too like a draw 
ing room young lady), knocked him heels-over-head as h< 
ran, and recovered her great red leaf. But in the mean 
tune twenty had burned off m different directions witl 
others just as good, and the httle creature sat dowi 
then, in a pet, sent a perfect pink snow 

tTi, branch t< 

and shaking and puffing At last 
after another good cry, she chose the biggest she coulc 

the ^'vay laughing, to launch her boat amongs 

T and chiefly attracted by j 

T taffon^ 

xogetner around what seempfl ^ ioo4. j • * 


Sister Snowdrop died 
Before we were bom ” 
' She came like a bnde 
In a snowy mom ” 
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" What’s a bnde ? " 

" What IS snow ? ” 

" Never tned ” 

** Do not know ” 

Who told you about her? ” 

*' Little Primrose there 
Cannot do without her.” 

" Oh, so sweetly fair' ” 

“ Never fear. 

She wnll come, 

Pnmrose dear ” 

" Is she dumb? ” 

" She’ll come by-and-by.” 

" You will never see her ” 

" She went home to die, 

" Till the new year ” 

“ Snowdrop! ” " ’Tis no good 

To mvite her ” 

“ Pnmrose is very rude, 

" I wiU bite her ” 

" Oh, you naughty Pocket I 

" Look, she drops her head ” 

" She deserved it. Rocket, 

" And she was nearly dead ” 

“ To your hammock — off with you ' 
" And swing alone ” 

" No one wiU laugh with you " 

" No, not one ” 


" Now let us moan.” 

*' And cover her o'er ” 
" Pnmrose is gone " 

" All but the flower ” 
" Here is a leaf ” 

” Lay her upon it,” 

” Follow m gnef.” * 

” Pocket has done it ” 
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" Deeper, poor creature I 
Winter may come ” 

“ He cannot reach her — 

That IS a hum ” 

'* She IS buried, the beauty! '' 
'' Now she IS done ” 

" That was the duty ” 

" Now for the fun ’ 


And With a wild laugh they sprang away, most of 
them towards the cottage Dunng the latter part of 
the song-talk, they had formed themselves into a funeral 
procession, two of them bearing poor Pnmrose, whose 
death Pocket had hastened by biting her stalk, upon one 
of her own great leaves They bore her solemnly along 
some distance, and then buried her under a tree. 
Although I say her I saw nothing but the withered 
pnmrose-flower on its long stalk Pocket, who had been 
expeUed from the company by common consent, went 
s y away towards her hammock, for she was the 
of the calceolana. and looked rather rvicked 
VVhen she reached its stem, she stopped and looked 
round I could not help speaking to her. for I stood near 
her I said, Pocket, hoW could you be so naughty > ” 

defiant naughty,” she said, half-crossly, half- 

will bn J ^ come near my hammock, I 

will bite you, and then you will go awav ” 

“TOy did you bite poor Pn4ose>” 

as If ™ Snowdrop; 

as f we were not good enough to look at her, and sL 

■■'nu thingl-served her nght! ” 

partv w^cf ’’y fnie the 
again shouti ^ towards the house, rushed out 

gam, shouting and screaming with laughter Half of 

them were on the cat's back, and half Lid on b^her 
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fur and tail, or ran beside her, till, more coming to their 
help, the funous cat was held fast, and they proceeded 
to pick the sparks out of her with thorns and pins, which 
they handled, hke harpoons Indeed, there were more 
instruments at work about her than there could have 
been sparks in her. One httle feUow who held on hard 
by the tip of the tail, with his feet planted on the ground 
at an angle of forty-five.degrees, helping to keep her fast, 
admimstered a continuous flow of admomtions to Pussy 

'' Now, Pussy, be patient You know qmte well it is 
all for your good You cannot be comfortable with aU 
those sparks in you, and, indeed, I am chantably dis- 
posed to beheve ” (here he became very pompous) " that 
they are the cause of aU your bad temper, so we must 
have them all out, every one, else we shall be reduced 
to the painful necessity of cutting your claws, and 
pulhng out your eye-teeth Qmet ' Pussy, qmet ! ” 

But- with a perfect hurricane of feline curses, the 
poor ammal broke loose, and dashed across the garden 
and through the hedge, faster than even the fames could 
follow “ Never rmnd, never mmd, we shall find her 
again, and by that time she will have laid m a fresh 
stock of sparks Hooray 1 ” And off they set, after some 
new mischief 

But I will not hnger to enlarge on the amusing display 
of these frolicsome creatures Their manners and habits 
are now so well known to the world, having been so often 
described by eye-\wtnesses, that it would be only in- 
dulging self-conceit, to add my account in full to the 
rest I cannot help wishing, ho^^ever, that my readers 
could see them for themselves Especially do I desire 
that they should see the fairj^ of the daisy, a httle, 
chubby, round-eyed child, ^suth such innocent trust m 
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his look 1 Even the most mischievous of the fairies would 
not tease him, although he did not belong to their set 
at all, but was quite a httle country bumpkin. He 
wandered about alone, and looked at everything, with 
his hands in his httle pockets, and a white night-cap 
on, the darling 1 He was not so beautiful as many other 
wild flowers I saw afterwards, but so dear and loving 
m his looks and httle confident ways. 
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CHAPTER IV 

" When hale %s aif hyest, boote is nyest " 

Ballad of Sir Aldingar 

t 

By this time, my hostess was quite anxious that I should 
be gone. So, with warm thanks for their hospitahty, I 
took my leave, and went my way through the httle 
garden towards the forest Some of the garden flowers 
bad wandered into the wood, and were growing here and 
there along the path, but the trees soon became too thick 
and shadowy for them I particularly noticed some tall 
lilies, which grew on both sides of the way, with large 
dazzlingly white flowers, set oh by the universal green. 
It was now dark enough for me to see that every flower 
was shimng with a light of its own Indeed it was by this 
bght that I saw them, an internal, pecuhar hght, pro- 
ceeding from each, and not reflected from a common 
Source of hght as in the daytime This hght sufficed only 
for the plant itself, and was not strong enough to cast any 
but the faintest shadows around it. or to illuminate any 
of the neighbouring objects with other than the faintest 
tinge of its own individual hue. From the lihes above 
mentioned, from the campanulas, from the foxgloves, 
and every beU-shaped flower, curious little figures shot 
up then heads, peeped at me, and drew back They 
seemed to inhabit them, as snails their shells, but I was 
sure some of them were intruders, and belonged to the 
gnomes or gobhn-faines, who inhabit the ground and 
earthy creeping plants From the cups of Arum hhes. 
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creatures with great heads and grotesque faces shot up 
hke Jack-in-the-box, and made gnmaces at me ; or rose 
slowly and shly over the edge of the cup, and spouted 
water at me, slipping suddenly back, hke those little 
soldier-crabs that inhabit the shells of sea-snails Passing ' * 
a row of tall thistles, I saw them crowded udth little 


faces, which peeped every one from behind its flower, 
and drew back as quickly, and I heard them saying to 
each other, evidently intending me to hear, but the 
speaker always hiding behind his tuft, when I looked in 
his direction. Look at him ' Look at him ' He has 
begun a story without a beginning, and it will never have 
any end He I hel hei Lookathun!" 


But as I went further into the wood, these sights and 
sounds became fewer, giving way to others of a different 
character A httle forest of wild hyacinths was alive 
with exquisite creatures, who stood nearly motionless, 
wth drooping necks, holding each by the stem of her 
ower, and^ swaying gently with it, whenever a low 
breath of wind swung the ctowded floral belfry In hke 
manner, though diffenng of course in form and meaning, 

they were wanted to go on some yet nnknorvn 

trees nr 

shllwT a network of grass and its 

rtf ® glowworms They were just like 

everfXr™' - ‘“'i' for they are fames 

when their ’ f’’® ‘fay. and glowworms at mght, 

to others as w themselves 

to others as weU as themselves But thev had their 

hurrvin? ahnitf L ^ strong-armed beetles, 
hurrying about with most unwieldy haste, awkward as 
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elephant-calves, looking apparently for glowworms, for 
the moment a beetle espied one, through what to it was 
a forest of grass, or an underwood of moss, it pounced 
upon it, and bore it away, in spite of its feeble resistance 
Wondenng what their object could be, I watched one of the 
beetles, and then I discovered a thing I could not account 
for But it is no use trying to account for things in Fairy 
Lund , and one who travels there soon leams to forget 
the very idea of doing so, and takes everything as it 
comes; like a child, who, being in a chrome condition 
of wonder, is surpnsed at nothing What I saw was this 
Everywhere, here and there over the ground, lay httle, 
dark-looking lumps of something more hke earth than 
anj^hing else, and about the size of a chestnut The 
beetles hunted m couples for these; and having found 
one, one of them stayed to watch it, while the other 
humed to find a glowworm By signals, I presume, 
between them, the latter soon found his compamon 
again, they then took the glowworm and held its 
luminous tail to the dark earthy pellet, when lo, it 
shot up mto the air like a sky-rocket, seldom, however, 
reaching the height of the highest tree Just hke a 
rocket too, it burst m the air, and fell in a shower of the 
rnost gorgeously coloured sparks of every variety of hue , 
golden and red, and purple and green, and blue and rosy 
fires crossed and intercrossed each other, beneath the 
shadowy heads, and between the columnar stems of the 
forest trees They never used the same glowworm twice, 

I observed, but let him go, apparently umnjured by 
the use they had made of him 

In other parts, the whole of the immediately surround- 
ing fohage was illuminated by the interwoven dances 
in the air of splendidly coloured fire-flies, which sped 
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hither and thither, turned, twisted, crossed, and recrossed, 
entwining every complexity of inter volved motion. 
Here and there, whole mighty trees glowed with an 
emitted phosphorescent hght You could trace the very 
course of the great roots in the earth by the faint light 
that came through, and every twig, and every vein on 
every leaf was a streak of pale fire 

All this time, as I went through the wood, I was 
haunted with the feeling that other shapes, more like 
my own size and nuen, were moving about at a httle 
distance on aU sides of me. But as yet I could discern 
none of them, although the moon was high enough to 
sen a great many of her rays down between the trees, 
and these rays were unusuaUy bnght, and sight-giving, 
notmthstanding she was only a half-moon. I con- 
stmtly imagined, however, that forms were visible in 

“y was turned, 
ad that they only became invisible, or resolved them- 
selves into other woodland shapes, the moment my 

towards them However this may 

shiD althn if ® anything like human companion- 

Uanaed tn h some object which 

w^ omte de ^ a™"” ^ that I 

onit^itfn^ “oment I fixed my regard 

on fi. It showed plainly that it was a bush, or a toe, or a 

With 

evil tW If! ■ a*"" g^duaUy increased, as if some 

sometunes nearer*! about in my neighbourhood, , 

approachine The iurthei off, but still 

^ my pleasure m thp ^^itinued and deepened, until 
y pleasure m the shows of vanous kinds that every- 
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where betokened the presence of the merry faines 
vamshed by degrees, and left me full of anxiety and fear, 
which I was unable to associate with any defimte object 
whatever At length the thought crossed my mind with 
horror: “ Can it be possible that the Ash is looking for 
me? or that, in his mghtly wandenngs, his path is 
gradually verging towards mine? ” I comforted myself, 
however, by remembenng that he had started qmte in 
another direction; one that would lead him, if he kept 
It, far apart from me; espeaally as, for the last two or 
three hours, I had been dihgently journeying eastward 
I kept on my way, therefore, striving by direct effort of 
the will against the encroaching fear; and to this end 
occupying my mmd, as much as I could, with other 
thoughts. I was so far successful that, although I was 
consaous, if I 3delded for a moment, I should be almost 
overwhelmed with horror, I was yet able to walk nght 
on for an hour or more What I feared I could not telL , 
Indeed, I was left m a state of the vaguest uncertainty 
as regarded the nature of my enemy, and knew not the 
mode or object of his attacks, for, somehow or other, 
none of my questions had succeeded m drawing a defimte 
answer from the dame m the cottage How then to 
defend myself I knew not, nor even by what sign I 
might with certamty recogmse the presence of my foe, 
for as yet this vague though powerful fear was aU the 
mdication of danger I haid To add to my distress, the 
clouds in the west had risen nearly to the top of the skies, 
and they and the moon were travelhng slowly towards 
each other. Indeed, some of their advanced guard had 
already met her, and she had begun to wade through a 
filmy vapour that gradually deepened At length she 
was for a moment almost entirely obscured When she 
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shone out again, with a brilhancy increased by the con- 
trast, I saw plainly on the path before me — ^from around 
which at this spot the trees receded, leaving a small space 
of green sward — ^the shadow of a large hand, with 
knotty joints and protuberances here and there 
Especially I remarked, even in the midst of my fear, the 
bulbous points of the fingers I looked humedly all 
around, but could see nothing from which such a shadow 
should fall Now, however, that I had a direction, how- 
ever undetenmned, in which to project my apprehension, 
the very sense of danger and need of action overcame 
that stifling which is the worst property of fear I 
reflected in a moment, that if this were indeed a shadow, 
it was useless to look for the object that cast it in any 
other direction than between the shadow and the moon 
I looked, and peered, and intensified my vision, all to no 
purpose I could see nothing of that kind, not even an 
ash-tree in the neighbourhood Still the shadow re- 


mained, not steady, but moving to and fro, and once I 
saw the fingers close, and grind themselves dose, hke the 
claws of a wild animal, as if m uncontrollable longing for 
some anticipated prey There seemed but one mode left 
of discovenng the substance of this shadow. I went 
forv'ard boldly, though with an inward shudder which 
I would not heed, to the spot where the shadow lay, 
threw myself on the ground, laid my head within the 
orm of the hand, and turned my eyes towards the moon 
Good heavens! what did I see? I wonder that ever I 
arose, and that the very shadow of the hand did not hold 
me vherc I lay until fear had frozen my brain I saw 
le strangest figure, vague, shadowy, almost trans- 
parent, in the central parts, and gradually deepemng in 
substance towards the outside, until it ended in -ex- 
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tremities capable of casting such a shadow as fell from 
e hand, through the awful fingers of which I now saw 
the moon The hand was uplifted in the attitude of a 
pawabout tostnke its prey But the face, which throbbed 
'wth fluctuating and pulsatory visibihty — not from 
c anges in the light it reflected, but from changes in its 
O'vn conditions of reflecting power, the alterations being 
rom within, not from without — it was horrible I do not 
ow how to describe it It caused a new sensation 
Just as one cannot translate a homble odour, or a 
ghastly pain, or a fearful sound, into words, so I cannot 
descnbe this new form of awful hideousness I can only 
^ry to descnbe something that is not it, but seems some- 
■vvhat parallel to it, or at least is suggested by it It 
reminded me of what I had heard of vampires, for the 
face resembled that of a corpse more than anything else 
I can think of, especially when I can conceive such a 
face in motion, but not suggesting any hfe as the source 
of the motion The features were rather handsome than 
otherwise, except the mouth, which had scarcely a curve 
m it The bps were of equal thickness, but the thick- 
ness was not at aU remarkable, even although they 
looked shghtly swollen They seemed fixedly open, but 
Were not wide apart Of course I did not remark these 
hneaments at the time I was too homfied for that I 
noted them afterwards, when the form returned on my 
inward sight with a vividness too intense to admit of my 
doubting the accuracy of the reflex But the most 
awful of the features were the eyes These were ahve, 
yet not with hfe They seemed hghted up with an 
mfimte greed A gnawing voracity, which devoured the 
devourer, seemed to be the indweUing and propeUing 
power of the whole ghostly appantion I lay for a few 
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“ Because I am one," she rephed, in the same low, 
musical, murmunng voice 

" You are a woman," I returned 
" Do you think so^ Am I very like a woman then^ ” 
"You are a very beautiful woman Is it possible you 
should not know it? " 

“ I am very glad you think so I fancy I feel hke a 
woman sometimes I do so to-night — and always when 
the rain dnps from my hair For there is an old prophecy 
in our woods that one day we shall aU be men and women 
hke you Do you know anything about it in your region ? 
Shall I be very happy when I am a woman ? I fear not , 
for it IS always in nights like these that I feel hke one 
- But I long to be a woman for all that " 

I had let her talk on, for her voice was hke a solution 
of aU musical sounds I now told her that I could hardly 
say whether women were happy or not I knew one who 
had not been happy; and for my part, I had often 
longed for Fairy Land, as she now longed for the world 
of men ifeut then neither of us had hved long, and 
perhaps people grew happier as they grew older Only I 
doubted it I could not help sighing She felt the sigh, 
for her arms were stiU round me She asked me how old 
I was 

" Twenty-one,” said I 

" Why, you baby! ” said she, and kissed me with the 
sweetest kiss of winds and odours There was a cool 
faithfulness in the kiss that revived my heart wonder- 
fully I felt that I feared the dreadful Ash no more 

'* WTiat did the homble Ash want with me ? ” I said 

“ I am not qmte sure, but I think he wants to bury 
you at the foot of his tree But he shah not touch you 

my child." ' 
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“ Are all the ash-trees as dreadful as he? ” 

“ Oh, no They are all disagreeable selfish creatures — 
(what homd men they wall make, if it be true !) — ^but this 
one has a hole in his heart that nobody knows of but 
one or two, and he is always tr^ang to fill it up, but he 
cannot That must be what he wanted you for I wonder 
if he will ever be a man If he is, I hope they will kill 
him ” 

“ How kind of you to save me from him ! ” 

“ I will take care that he shall not come near you 
again But there are some in the wood more hke me, 
from whom, alas! I cannot protect you Only if you 
see any of them very beautiful, try to walk round 
them ” 

“ What then^ ” 

“ I cannot tell you more But now I must tie some 
of my hair about you, and then the Ash wiU not touch 
you Here, cut some off You men have strange cutting 
things about you 

She shook her long hair loose over me, never movmg 
her arms 

“ I cannot cut your beautiful hair It would be a 
shame ” 

' “ Not cut my hair! It wiU have grown long enough 

before any is wanted again in this wild forest Perhaps 
it may never be of any use again — not till I am a woman ” 
And she sighed 

As gently as I could, J cut with a kmfe a long tress of 
flowing, dark hair, she hanging her beautiful head over 
me When I had fimshed, she shuddered and breathed 
deep, as one does when an acute pairt, steadfastly endured 
without sign of suffenng, is at length relaxed She then 
took the hair and tied it round me, singing a strange. 



32 Phantastes 


moments simply imbnited with terror, when another 
doud, obscuring the moon, dehvered me from the im- 
mediately paralysing effects of the presence to the vision 
of the object of horror, while it added the force of imagi- 
nation to the power of fear within me, inasmuch as, 
knowing far worse pause for apprehension than before, I 
remamed equally ignorant from what I had to defend 
myself, or how to take any precautions he might be 
upon me in the darkness any moment I sprang to my 
feet, and sped I knew not whither, only away from the 
spectre I thought no longer of the path, and often 
narrowly escaped dashing myself against a tree, in my 
headlong flight of fear 


Tu -L began to patter on the leaves, 

un er egan to mutter, then growl in the distance I 

1 j ^ heavier At length the thick leaves 

^d hold It up no longer , and, hke a second firmament, 

the earth I was soon 
‘iwoU ^ nothing I came to a small 

a that rushed through the woods I had 

^ crossed this stream I should be m 
was PS -f pursuer, but I soon found that my hope 

ascenfipri ^ vague. I dashed across the stream, 
where ground, and reached a more open space, 

V them ? directed 

1. at al] rprf°^ ®^fward as nearly as I could guess, but 

direction My^mnd ^ ^ ^^t movmg in' an opposite 

extreme terrZ reviving a httle from its 

rather a catararf^^^^' ^ of hghtmng, or 

to throw on thp° flashes, behind me, seemed 

^ainTLn wn ^ but far more 

kght. the shadow^nf extent of the source of the 

gut. tfie shadow of the same homble hand I sprang 
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fonvard, stung to yet wilder speed, but had not run 
many steps before my foot shpped, and, vainly attempt- 
ing to recover myself, I fell at the foot of one of the large 
frees Half-stunned, I yet raised myself, and almost 
involuntarily looked back All I saw was the hand within 
three feet of my face But, at the same moment, I felt 
two large soft arms thrown round me from behind, and 
a voice hke a woman's said: " Do not fear the gobhn, 
he dares not hurt you now ” With that, the hand was 
suddenly withdrawn as from a fire, and disappeared in 
the darkness and the rain Overcome with the minghng 
of terror and jo}^ I lay for some time almost insensible 
The first thing I remember is the sound of a voice above 
me, full and low, and strangely reminding me of the 
Sound of a gentle wind amidst the leaves of a great tree 
ft murmured over and over again “ I may love him, I 
may love him , for he is a man, and I am only a beech- 
tree " I found I was seated on the ground, leaning 
, against a human form, and supported still by the arms 
around me, which I knew to be those of a woman who 
must be rather above the human size, and largely pro- 
portioned I turned my head, but without moving other- 
wise, for I feared lest the arms should untwine them- 
selves, and clear, somewhat mournful eyes met mine 
At least that i^ how they impressed me, but I could 
see very httle of colour or outhne as we sat m the dark 
and rainy shadow of the tree The face seemed very 
lovely, and solemn from its stillness, with the aspect 
of one who is qmte content, but waiting for some- 
thing I saw my conjecture from her arms was correct 
she was above the human scale throughout, but not 
greatly 

“ Why do you call yourself a beech-tree? " I said 
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CHAPTER V 

“ ^ ndshe was smooth and full, as xf one gush 
Of life had washed her, or as tf a sleep 
Lay on her eyehd, easter to sweep 
1 nan bee from daisy ” 

1. c L Beddoes’ Pygmalion 

oU‘‘\T y” May, 

aw hat sneareth yn wynUyys day ” 

- Romance of Sir Launfal. 

-- - « --bom 
somethin^ hpfw o pleasure was a cloud o1 

ss ~ r “> 

night's hostess - But then 
I could not help it and she 1. 

had Such a day this «; ^ pleasures she ever 

least as to me And her hfe ^ ^ 

holding now within it the m ncher, for 

could not stay And if p. of what came, but 

but we may meet somewhere?^ th^ woman, who kno^vs 
for meeting in the umverse " r ^ 
yet with a vague compunction t myself thus, 

left her, I went on Therp ’ f ^ ^ ought not to have 

woods to-day from those of distmgmsh the 

the wild things, rabbits birdc;^^ all 

numberless other inhabitant«; ' mice, and the 

they did not run awav fr^m rnTbuT"^ 'T* 
passed, frequently coming nearer as ifT"^ me as I 
more closely Whether this came from uLer 

from famihanty with the human 

unman appearance of beings 
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who never hurt them, I could not tell As I stood once, 
looking up to the splendid flower of a parasite, which 
hung from the Branch of a tree over my head, a large 
white rabbit cantered slowly up, put one of its httle feet 
on one of mine, and looked up at me with its red eyes, 
]ust as I had been looking up at the flower above me I 
stooped and stroked it , but when I attempted to hft it, 
it banged the ground with its hind feet and scampered 
off at a great rate, turning, however, to look at me 
several times before I lost sight of it Now and then, too, 
a dim human figure would appear and disappear, at some 
distance, amongst the trees, moving like a sleep-walker 
But no one ever came near me 
This day I found plenty of food m the forest — strange 
nuts and frmts I had never seen before I hesitated to 
eat them , but argued that, if I could hve on the air of 
Fairy Land, I could hve on its food also I found my 
reasomng correct, and the result was better than I had 
hoped , for it not only satisfied my hunger, but operated 
in such a way upon my senses that I was brought into 
far more complete relationship with the things around 
me The human forms appeared much more dense and 
defined , more tangibly visible, if I may say so I seemed 
to know better which direction to choose when any doubt 
arose I began to feel in some degree what the birds 
meant in their songs, though I could not express it in 
words, any more than you can some landscapes At 
times, to my surpnse, I found myself hstemng attentively, 
and as if it were no unusual thing with me, to a conversa- 
tion between two squirrels or monkeys The subjects 
were not very interesting, except as associated with the 
individual hfe and necessities of the httle creatures 
where the best nuts were to be found in the neighbour- 
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sweet song, which I could not understand, but which 
left in me a feehng like this — 

" I saw thee ne'er before; 

I see thee never more. 

But love, and help, and pain, beautiful one, 

Have made thee mine, till all my years arc done " 

I cannot put more of it into words She closed her arms 
about me again, and went on singing. The rain in the 
leaves, and a light wind that had ansen, kept her song 
company I was wrapt in a trance of still delight. It told 

me the secret of the woods, and the flowers, and the birds 
t one time I felt as if I was wandering in childhood 
oug sunny spring forests, over carpets of primroses, 
anemones, and little white starry things— I had almost 
said creatures, and finding new wonderful flowers at 
every um At another, I lay half dreaming m the hot 
summer noon, with a book of old tales beside me, beneath 
a great beech; or, m autumn, grew sad because I trod 
1*^ f sheltered me, and received their 

pw odours of decay, or, m a winter 

wTri’ ^ I home to a 

ThT? M and twigs to 

pissed tmi f ^ more that 

tree m fbp rl J’^yself lying under a superb beech- 
Around mp ^ ^ morning, ]ust before siinnse. 

beech-leaves Alas! I 
-memonp?' Tb Fairy Land, but memones 

ing~d me Afm'l 

Its meat swpptic ^ ^ head rose its smooth stem, with 

developed limbs ° surface that swelled hke un- 

on the^sone whirb branches above kept 

tne song which had sung me asleep . only now. to my 
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mind, it sounded like a farewell and a speedwell. I sat 
a long time, unwilling to go, but my unfimsbed story 
urged me on I must act and wander With the sun 
well nsen, I rose, and put my arms as far as they would 
reach around the beech-tree, and kissed it, and said good- 
bye A trembhng went through the leaves ; a few of the 
last drops of the night’s ram fell from off them at my 
feet ; and as I walked slowly away, I seemed to hear in 
a whisper once more the words I may love him, I 
may love him, for he is a man, and I am only a beech- 
tree " 
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hood, and who could crack them best, or who had most 
laid up for the winter, and such hke; only they never 
said where the store was. There was no great difference in 
kind between their talk and our ordinary human con- 
versation Some of the creatures I never heard speak 
at all, and beheve they never do so, except under the 
impulse of some great excitement. The mice talked; 
but the hedgehogs seemed very phlegmatic, and though 
I met a couple of moles above ground several times, the}'^ 
never said a word to each other in my hearing There 
were no wild beasts m the forest , at least, I did not see 
one larger than a wild cat There were plenty of snakes, 
however, and I do not think they were aU harmless , but 
none ever bit me ' 

Soon after mid-day I amved at a bare rocky hill, of no 
great size, but very steep ; and having no trees — scarcely 
even a bush — ^upon it, entirely exposed to the heat of the 
sun Over this my way seemed to he, and I immediately 
began the ascent On reaching the top, hot and weary, I 
looked around me, and saw that the forest still stretched 
as far as the sight could reach on every side of me I 
observed that the trees, in the direction in which I was 
about to descend, did not come so near the foot of the 
hiU as on the other side, and was especially regretting 
the unexpected postponement of shelter, because this 
side of the hill seemed more difficult to descend than the 
other had been to climb, when my eye caught the appear- 
ance of a natural path, winding down through broken 
rocks and along the course of a tiny stream, which I 
hoped would lead me more easily to the foot I tned it, 
and found the descent not at all laborious; nevertheless, 
\\hen 1 reached the bottom, I was very tired and ex- 
hausted with the heat But ]ust where the path seemed 
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to end, rose a great rock, quite overgrown with shrubs 
and creeping plants, some of them in full and splendid 
blossom these almost concealed an opening m the rock, 
into which the path appeared to lead I entered, thirsting 
for the shade which it promised What was my dehght 
to find a rockj^ cell, all the angles rounded away with 
rich muss, and every ledge and projection crowded with 
lovely ferns, the variety of whose forms, and group- 
ings, and shades wrought in me like a poem, for such a 
harmony could not exist, except they all consented to 
some one end' A httle well of the cleaibst water filled 
a mossy hollow in one comer I drank, and felt as if I 
knew what the ehxir of hfe must be ; then threw myself 
on a mossy mound that lay like a couch along the inner 
end Here I lay in a deheious revene for some time, 
dunng which all lovely forms, and colours, and sounds 
seemed to use my brain as a common hall, where they 
could come and go, unbidden and unexcused I had 
never imagined that such capacity for simple happiness 
lay in me, as was now awakened by this assembly of 
forms and spiritual sensations, which yet were far too 
vague to admit of being translated into any shape 
common to my own and another mind I had lam for an 
hour, I should suppose, though it may have been far 
longer, when, the harmonious tumult m my mind havmg 
somewhat relaxed, I became aware that my eyes were 
fixed on a strange, time-wom bas-rehef on the rock 
opposite' to me This, after some pondenng, I concluded 
to represent Pygmalion, as he awaited the qmckemng o 
his statue. The sculptor sat more rigid than the figure 
to which his eyes were turned That seemed about to step 
from its pedestal and embrace the man, who waited 
rather than expected 
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" A lovely story," I said to myself " This cave, now* 
with the bushes cut away from the entrance to let the 
hght m, might be such a place as he would choose, with- 
drawn from the notice of men, to set up his block of 
marble, and mould into a visible bod3^ the thought 
already clothed with form in the unseen hall of the 
sculptor's brain And, indeed, if I mistake not," I said, 
starting up, as a sudden ray of light arrived at that 
moment through a crevice in the roof, and lighted up a 
small portion of the rock, bare of vegetation, " this very 
rock is marble, white enough and dehcate enough for any 
statue, even if destined to become an ideal woman in the 
arms of the sculptor ” 

I took my knife and removed the moss from a part of 
the block on which I had been lying, when, to my 
surprise, I found it more hke alabaster than ordinary 
marble, and soft to the edge of the knife In fact, it was 
alabaster By an inexplicable, though by no means 
unusual kind of impulse, I went on removing the moss 
from the surface of the stone , and soon saw that it was 
polished, or at least smooth, throughout I continued 
my labour , and after clearing a space of about a couple 
of square feet, I observed what caused me to prosecute 
the work with more interest and care than before. For 
the ray of sunlight had now reached the spot I had 
cleared, and under its lustre the alabaster revealed its 
usual slight transparency when pohshed, except where 
my kmfe had scratched the surface , and I observed that 
the transparency seemed to have a definite hmit, und to 
end upon an opaque body hke the more sohd, white 
marble I was careful to scratch no more And first, a 
vague anticipation gave way to a startling sense of 
possibility , then, as I proceeded, one revelation after 


A Faerie Romance 

‘he crusUf ““at under 

but whether of ^ ^ ^ “ “““e, 

sorted on "*r““ ^ I 

when I had ^ necessaiy care would peimit , 

fro® ^ toeef hTT^ “d ris.ng 

effect of the who! ^ way, so that the 

'”‘h suffiaent oT ^ 0° I saw before me 

oonsi^ble LlstTt ™‘h 

®nount of light the Td ®nsing from the h'lm’ted 

"«®e of the object 

enclosing the form block of pure alabaster 

'voman sL T' ^PP^eutly m marble, of a reposmg 

^i^eek, and tr fLrf ''''' ! ’ hef 

partly over her me; but her hair had faUen 

of the whole Whlt^I ^ expression 

^^'^ely, ujo-- appeared to me perfectly 

soul, than an^li ^ 

^e actual outhn^ f +T. before innature or art. 

^^oct, that the mn 

^^omed msuffici? /! semi-opacity of the alabaster 

lectured thTa ^^ TT' ^ ^on- 

histones pafsed'^t^^ obscunty Number- 

s^bstance from T k “y of change of 

^J^pnsonments «; T °fber causes, and of 

^^nce of the Enrh I thought of the 

^^'■^ngman of . balf marble and half a 
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‘S'“ glonfy mj eyes w.U. her presence • For," J 
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And when need of rest is sorest, 

Glide thou then into thy cave 

'' Or, if still thou chooscst rather 
Marble, be its spell on me. 

Let thy slumber round me gather, 

Let another dream with theel ” 

Again I paused, and gazed through the stony shroud, 
as if, by very force of penetrative sight, I would dear 
every lineament of the lovely face And now I thought 
the hand that had lam under the cheek, had slipped a 
httle downward But then I could not be sure that I had 
at first observed its position accurately So I sang again ; 
for the longing had grown into a passionate need of seeing 
her ahve — 

" Or art thou Death, O woman? for since 1 
Have set me singing by thy side. 

Life hath forsook the upper sky. 

And all the outer world hath died 

Yea, I am dead , for thou hast drawn 
My life all downward unto thee 
Dead moon of lovel let twilight dawn 
Awake! and let the darkness flee 

" Cold lady of the lovely stone 1 
Awake! or I shall pensh here. 

And thou be never more alone. 

My form and I for ages near 

*' But words are vain, reject them all— 

They utter but a feeble part 
Hear thou the depths from which they call 
The voiceless longmg of my heart ” 

There arose a slightly crashing sound Like a sudden 
appantion that comes and is gone, a white form, veiled m 
a light robe of whiteness, burst upwards from the stone, 
stood, glided forth, and gleamed away towards the 
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woods For I followed to the mouth of the cave, as soon 
^ the amazement and concentration of dehght per- 
nutted the nerves of motion again to act; and saw the 
white form amidst the trees, as it crossed a little glade 
on the edge of the forest where the sunlight feU full, 
seeming to gather vith intenser radiance on the one 
object that floated rather than flitted through its lake of 
beams I gazed after her in a kind of despau, found, 
freed, lost ! It seemed useless to follow, yet follow I must 
I marked the direction she took, and without once look- 
ing round to the forsaken cave, I hastened towards the 
forest 
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argued, “ who can tell but this cave may be the home 
of Marble, and this, essential Marble— that spirit of 
marble which, present throughout, makes it capable of 
being moulded into any form ? Then if she should awake I 
But how to awake her? A kiss awoke the Sleeping 
Beauty 1 a kiss cannot reach her through the incrusting 
alabaster ' I kneeled, however, and kissed the pale 
coffin , but she slept on I bethought me of Orpheus, and 
the following stones — ^that trees should follow his music 
seemed nothing surprising now Might not a song awake 
this form, that the glory of motion might for a time dis- 
place the loveliness of rest ? Sweet sounds can go where 
kisses may not enter I sat and thought ' 

Now, although always dehghting m music, I had 
never been gifted with the power of song, until I entered 
t e airy forest I had a voice, and I had a true sense of 
sound, but when I tned to sing, the one would not con- 
tent the other, and so I remained silent This mormng, 
owever, I had found myself, ere I was aware, rejoicing 
in a song, but whether it was before or after I had eaten 
of the frmts of the forest, I could not satisfy myself I 
concluded it was after, however, and that the increased 
mp se sing I now felt, was in part owing to having 
drunk of the httle well, which shone hke a brilliant eye 
m a comer of the cave I sat down on the ground by the 
antenatal tomb.” leaned upon it with my face towards 
the head of the figure within, and sang— the words and 
ton^ coming together, and inseparably connected, as if 

d.stmct.on froL it ^dea' 

uprosentation of a state whose verj- elevation precluded 
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the possibility of remembrance; and in which I presume 
the words really employed were as far above these, as 
that state transcended this wherein I recall it : 

" Marble woman, vainly sleeping 
In the very death of dreams I 
Wilt thou — slumber from thee sweeping, 

All but what ivith vision teems — 

Hear my voice come through the golden 
Mist of memory and hope. 

And with shadowy smile embolden 
Me with primal Death to cope? 

“ Thee the sculptors all pursumg. 

Have embodied but their own. 

Round their visions, form enduring, 

Marble vestments thou hast thrown; 

But thyself, m silence windmg. 

Thou hast kept eternally. 

Thee they foimd not, many finding — 

I have found thee wake for me " 

As I sang, I looked earnestly at the face so vaguely 
revealed before me I fancied, yet believed it to be but 
fancy, that through the dim veil of the alabaster, I saw 
3- motion of the head as if caused by a sinking sigh I 
gazed more earnestly, and concluded that it was but 
fancy. Nevertheless I could not help singing agam — 

" Rest IS now filled full of beauty. 

And can give thee up, I ween. 

Come thou forth, for other duty 
Motion pmeth for her queen 

" Or, if needmg years to wake thee 
From thy slumbrous solitudes. 

Come, sleep-walking, and betake thee 
To the friendly, sleepmg woods 

" Sweeter dreams are m the forest. 

Round thee storms would never rave. 
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CHAPTER VI 

“ Ach, hate stch doch etn Mensch, vuenn sane erfHUlen Wili^schf 
auf ihn herab regnen, und er so Uber alle Maasse frohhch tst ! — 
FouQut Der Zaubemng 

“Ah, let a man beware, when hts wishes, fulfilled, ram down upon 
him, and hts happiness ts unbounded ” 

“Thy red hps, like worms. 

Travel over tny cheek ’’ 

M0THERWEI.L. 

But as I crossed the space between the foot of the hiU 
and the forest, a vision of another kind delayed my steps 
Through an opening tothe westward flowed, hkea stream, 
the rays of the setting sun, and overflowed with a ruddy 
splendour the open space where I was And nding as it 
were down this stream towards me, came a horseman in 
what appeared red armour From frontlet to tail, the 
horse likewise shone red in the sunset I felt as if I must 
have seen the knight before ; but as he drew near, I could 
recall uo-feature of his countenance Ere he came up to 
me, however, I remembered the legend of Sir Percival 
in the rusty armour, which I had left unfimshed m the 
old book m the cottage it was of Sir Percival that he 
reminded me And no wonder, for. when he came close 
up to me, I saw that, from crest to heel, the whole surface 
of his armour was covered with a hght rust. The golden 
spurs shone, but the non greaves glowed m the sunhght 
The morning star, which hung from his wnst, ghttered 
and glowed with its silver and bronze His whole appear- 
ance was terrible; but his face did not an''* ^ this 
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appearance It was sad, even to gloominess, and some- 
tiiing of shame seemed to cover it. Yet it was noble and 
high, though thus beclouded , and the form looked lofty, 
although the head drooped, and the whole frame was 
bowed as \vith an inward grief The horse seemed to share 
la his master’s dejection, and walked spmtless and slow. 
I noticed, too, that the white plume on his helmet was 
discoloured and drooping He has fallen in a joust with 
spears," I said to myself, " yet it becomes not a noble 
hnight to be conquered m spirit because his body hath 
fallen " He appeared not to observe me, for he was 
nding past without looking up, and started into a war- 
hke attitude the moment the first sound of my voice 
reached him Then a flush, as of shame, covered all of his 
face that the hfted beaver disclosed He returned my 
greeting with distant courtesy, and passed on But 
suddenly, he remed up, sat a moment still, and then 
turning his horse, rode back to where I stood looking 
after him 

" I am ashamed," he said, " to appear a knight, and 
lu such a guise, but it behoves me to tell you to take 
■warmng from me, lest the same evil, in his kmd, overtake 
the singer that has befallen the kmght Hast thou ever 
read the story of Sir Percival and the " — (here he 
shuddered, that his armour rang) — " Maiden of the 
Alder-tree? " 

"In part, I have," said I; "for yesterday, at the 
entrance of this forest, I found in a cottage the volume 
\ wherein it is recorded " 

" Then take heed,” he rejoined, " for, see my armour 
— I put it off ; and as it befell to him, so has it befallen 
to me I that was proud am humble now Yet is she 
tembly beautiful — ^beware Never," he added, raising 
D 732 
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his head, " shall this armour be furbished, but by the 
blows of knightly encounter, until the last speck has dis- 
appeared from every spot where the battle-axe and 
sword of evil-doers, or noble foes, might fall, when I 
shall again lift my head, and say to my squire, ' Do thy 
duty once more, and make this armour shine.' ” 

Before I could inquire further, he had struck spurs 
into his horse and galloped away, shrouded from my 
voice in the noise of his armour For I called after him, 
anxious to know more about this fearful enchantress; 
but in vain— he heard me not “ Yet,” I said to myself, 
” I have now been often warned, surely I shall be well 
on my guard, and I am fully resolved I shall not be 
ensnared by any beauty, however beautiful Doubtless, 
some one man may escape, and I shall be he ” So I went 
on into the wood, still hoping to find, m some one of its 
mystenous recesses, my lost lady of the marble The 
sunny afternoon died into the lovehest twihght Great 
bats began to flit about with their own noiseless flight, 
seemingly purposeless, because its objects are unseen 
The monotonous music of the owl issued from all un- 
expected quarters in the half-darkness around me The 
glowworm was ahght here and there, burmng out into 
the great umverse The mght-hawk heightened all the 
harmony and stillness with his oft-recumng discordant 
jar Numberless unknown sounds came out of the un- 
known dusk, but all were of twihght-kind, oppressing 
the heart as with a condensed atmosphere of dreamy un- 
defined love and longing > The odours of mght arose, and 
bathed me in that luxurious moumfulness pecuhar to 
them, as if the plants whence they floated had been 
^ watered with bygone-tears Earth drew me towards her 
bosom, I felt as if I could fall down and kiss her I 
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forgot I was in Fairy Land, and seemed to be walking in 
a perfect night of our own old nursing earth. Great stems 
rose about me, uplifting a thick multitudinous roof 
above me of branches, and twigs, and leaves — ^the bird 
and insect world uplifted over mine, with its own land- 
scapes, its own thickets, and paths, and glades, and 
dwellings ; its own bird-ways and insect-dehghts Great 
boughs crossed my path; great roots based the tree- 
columns, and mightily clasped the earth, strong to hft 
and strong to uphold It seemed an old, old forest, per- 
fect in forest ways and pleasures And when, in the midst 
of this ecstasy, I remembered that imder some close 
canopy of leaves, by some giant stem, or in some mossy 
cave, or beside some leafy well, sat the lady of the marble, 
whom my songs had called forth into the outer world, 
waiting (might itnot be ?) to meet and thank her dehverer 
m a twilight which would veil her confusion, the whole 
mght became one dream-realm of joy, the central form 
of which was everywhere present, although unbeheld 
Then, remembenng how my songs seemed to have called 
her from the marble, piercing through the pearly shroud 
of alabaster — " Why,” thought I, ” should not my voice 
reach her now, through the ebon mght that inwraps 
her ” My voice burst into song so spontaneously that it 
seemed involuntanly 

" Not a sound 
But, echoing in me. 

Vibrates all around 
With a blmd delight. 

Till it breaks on Thee, 

Queen of Night! 

” Every tree, 

O’ershadowing with gloom 
Seems to cover thee. 
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Secret, dark, love-still’d, 

In a holy room 
Silence-filled 

" Let no moon I 
Creep up the heaven to-night, 

I in darksome noon 
WaJkmg hopefully. 

Seek my shrouded light — 

Grope for thee 1 

" Darker grow 
The borders of the darkl 
Through the branches glow, 

From the roof above, 

Star and diamond-spark. 

Light for love ” 

Scarcely had the last sounds floated away from the 
heanng of my own ears, when I heard instead a low 
dehcious laugh near me It was not the laugh of one who 
would not be heard, but the laugh of one who has just 
received something long and patiently desired — a laugh 
that ends in a low musical moan I started, and, turmng 
sideways, saw a dim white figure seated beside an inter- 
twining thicket of smaller trees and underwood 

“ It IS my white lady ! ” I said, and flung myself on the 
ground beside her , stnving, through the gathenng dark- 
ness, to get a glimpse of the form which had broken its 
marble pnson at my caU 

It is your white lady! " said the sweetest voice, in 
reply, sending a thrill of speechless delight through a 
heart which all the love-charms of the precedmg day and 
wemng had been tempenng for this culminating hour. 
Yet, if I would have confessed it, there was somethmg 
either m the sound of the voice, although it seemed 
sweetn^^ itself, or else m this yielding which awaited 
no gradation of gentle approaches, that did not vibrate 
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harmoniously with the beat of my inward music And 
likewise, when, taking her hand in mine, I drew closer 
to her, looking for the beauty of her face, which, indeed, I 
found too plenteously, a cold shiver ran through me, but 
" it is the marble,” I said to myself, and heeded it not. 

She withdrew her hand from mine, and after that 
would scarce allow me to touch her It seemed strange, 
after the fulness of her first greeting, that she could not 
trust me to come close to her Though her words were 
those of a lover, she kept herself withdrawn as if a mile 
of space interposed between us 

" Why did you run away from me when you woke m 
the cave? ” I said 

“ Did I ? " she returned “ That was very unkind 
of me, but I did not know better ” 

“ I wish I could see you The mght is very dark ” 

" So it IS Come to my grotto There is hght there ” 

” Have you another cave, then? ” 

“ Come knd see ” 

But she jdid not move until I rose first, and then she 
was on her feet before I could offer my hand to help her 
She came close to my side, and conducted me through 
the wood But once or twice, when, involuntarily almost, 

I was about to put my arm around her as we walked on 
through the warm gloom, she sprang away several paces, 
always keeping her face full towards me, and then stood 
looking at me, shghtly stoopmg, in the attitude of one 
who fears some half-seen enemy It was too dark to dis- 
cern the expression of her face Then she would return 
and walk close beside me again, as if nothing had 
happened I thought this strange, but, besides that I 
had almost, as I said before, given up the attempt to 
accoimt for appearances m Fairy Land, I judged that it 
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would be very unfair to expect from one who had slept 
so long and had been so suddenly awakened, a behaviour 
correspondent to what I might unreflectingly look for 
I knew not what she might have been dreaimng about. 
Besides, it was possible that, while her words were free, 
her sense of touch might be exquisitely delicate 

At length, after walking a long way in the woods, we 
amved at another thicket, through the intertexture of 
which was ghmmenng a pale rosy hght 

“ Push aside the branches,” she said, " and make 
room for us to enter ” 

I did as she told me 

“ Go in,” she said, ” I will follow you ” 

I did as she desired, and found myself in a httle cave, 
not very unhke the marble cave It was festooned and 
drapened with all kinds of green that chng to shady 
rocks In the furthest comer, half-hidden in leaves, 
through which it glowed, minghng lovely shadows 
between them, burned a bright rosy flame on a httle 
earthen lamp The lady ghded round by the wall from 
behind me, stiU keeping her face towards me, and seated 
herself in the furthest comer, with her back to the lamp, 
which she hid completely from my view I then saw 
indeed a form of perfect lovehness before me Almost 
it seemed as if the hght of the rose-lamp shone through 
her (for it could not be reflected from her) ; such a 
dehcate shade of pink seemed to shadow what in itself 
must be a marbly whiteness of hue I discovered after- 
wards, however, that there was one thing in it I did not 
hke, which was, that the white part of the eye was 
tinged with the same slight roseate hue as the rest of the 
form It is strange that I cannot recall her features , but 
they, as weU as her son^what girhsh figure, left on me 
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simply and only the impression of intense lovehness I 
lay down at her feet, and gazed up into her face as I lay 
She began, and told me a strange tale, which, hkewise, 
I cannot recollect; but which, at every jtum and every 
pause, somehow or other fixed my eyes and thoughts 
upon her extreme beauty , seeming always to culminate 
in something that had a relation, revealed or hidden, but 
always ojierative, ivithherown lovehness I lay entranced 
It was a tale which bnngs back a feeling as of snows and 
tempests; torrents and water-spntes, lovers parted 
for long, and meeting at last; with a gorgeous summer 
night to close up the whole I hstened till she and I were 
blended with the tale, tiU she and I were the whole 
history. And we had met at last m this same cave of 
greenery, while the summer mght hung round us heavy 
with love, and the odours that crept through the silence 
from the sleeping woods were the only signs of an outer 
world that invaded our solitude What followed I can- 
not clearly remember The succeeding horror almost 
obhterated it I woke as a grey dawn stole into the cave 
The damsel had disappeared, but in the shrubbery, at 
the mouth of the cave, stood a strange horrible object 
It looked hke an open cofl5n set up on one end, only 
that the part for the head and neck was defined from the 
shoulder-part In fact, it was a rough representation of 
the human frame, only hollow, as if made of decaying 
bark tom from a tree It had arms, which were only 
slightly seamed, down from the shoulder-blade by the 
elbow, as if the bark had healed again from the cut of a 
kmfe But the arms moved, and the hands and the fingers 
were teanng asunder a long silky tress of hair The 
thing turned round — it had for a face and front those of 
my enchantress, but now of a pale greenish hue m the 
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light of the morning, and with dead lustreless eyes In 
the horror of the moment, another fear invaded me I 
put my hand to my waist, and found indeed that my 
girdle of beech-leaves was gone. Hair again in her hands, 
she was tearing it fiercely. Once more, as she turned, she 
laughed a low laugh, but now full of scorn and dension; 
and then she said, as if to a companion with whom she 
had been talking while I slept, " There he is, you can 
take him now I lay still, petrified with dismay and 
fear, for I now saw another figure beside her, which, 
although vague and indistinct, I yet recognised but too 
well It was the Ash-tree My beauty was the Maid of 
the iUder( and she was giving me, spoiled of my only 
availing defence, into the hands of my awful foe The 
Ash bent his Gorgon-head, and entered the cave I could 
not stir He drew near me His ghoul-e3res and his 
ghastly face fascinated me He came stooping, with the 
hideous hand outstretched, hke a beast of prey. I had 
given myself up to a death of unfathomable horror, 
w en, suddenly, and just as he was on the point of 
seizing me, the dull, heavy blow of an axe echoed through 
he wood foUowed by others m qmck repetition The 
^ A ^ i 3Jid groaned, withdrew the outstretched 
reated backwards to the mouth of the cave, 
disappeared amongst the trees The 

'"‘*1 ® careless 

*ike on her beantrfuUy moulded features, then, heed- 

deformity, turned her 
ghtM back and likewise vamshed amid the green 
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CHAPTER VII 

" r ight on, my men, Str A ndrew sayes, 

A Mile Jme hurt, but yell not slatne ; 
lie hut lye dovone and bleede awhile. 

And then He rise and fight againe ” 

Ballad of Sir Andrew Barton 

But I could not remain where I was any longer, though 
the dayhght was hateful to me, and the thought of the 
great, mnocent, bold sunrise rmendurable Here there 
was no well to cool my face, smartmg with the bitterness 
of my own tears Nor would I have washed in the well of 
that grotto, had it flowed clear as the nvers of Paradise. 
I rose, and feebly left the sepulchral cave I took my 
way I knew not whither, but still towards the sunrise 
The birds were singmg ; but not for me, AU the creatures 
spoke a language of their own, with which I had nothing 
to do, and to which I cared not to find the key any more. 
I walked hstlessly along. What distressed me most — 
more even than my own folly — was the perplexing 
question. How can beauty and ugliness dwell so near^ 
Even with her altered complexion and her face of dis- 
hke; disenchanted of the behef that clung around her, 
known for a hving, walking sepulchre, faithless, deluding, 
traitorous , I felt, notwithstanding all this, that she was 
beautiful Upon this I pondered with undimmished 
perplexity, though not without some gain Then I began 
to make surmises as to the mode of my dehverance, and 
concluded that some hero, wandenng in search of adven- 
ture, had heard how the forest was infested ; and, know- 
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ing It was useless to attack the evil thing in person, had 
assailed with his battle-axe the body in winch he dwelt, 
and on which he was dependent for his power of mischief 
in the wood “ Very likely,” I thought, ” the repentant 
knight, who warned me of the evil which has befallen me, 
was busy retneving his lost honour, while I was sinking 
into the same sorrow with himself, and, hearing of the 
dangerous and mystenous being, arrived at his tree in 
time to save me from being dragged to its roots, and 
buned hke camon, to nounsh him for yet deeper in- 
satiableness ” I found afterwards that my conjecture 
was correct I wondered how he had fared when his blows 
recalled the Ash himself, and that tool learned afterwards 
I walked on the whole day with intervals of rest, but 
without food ; for I could not have eaten, had any been 
offered me , till, in the afternoon, I seemed to approach 
the outskirts of the forest, and at length amved at a 
farm-house An unspeakable joy arose in my heart at 
beholding an abode of human beings once more, and I 
hastened up.to the door, and knocked A kind-looking, 
matronly woman, still handsome, made her appearance , 
who, as soon as she saw me, said kindly, ” Ah, my poor 
hoy, you have come from the wood 1 Were you in it last 
night > ” 

I should have ill endured, the day before, to be called 
hoy , but now the motherly kindness of the word went to 
my heart, and, like a boy indeed, I burst into tears 
She soothed me right gently, and, leading me into a 
room, made me lie down on a settle, while she went to 
find me some refreshment She soon returned with food, 
but I could not eat She almost compelled me to swallow 
some wine, when I revived sufficiently to be able to 
answer some of her questions I told her the whole story. 
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It IS ]ust as I feared,” she said, ” but you are now 
for the night beyond the reach of any of these dreadful 
creatures It is no wonder they could delude a child like 
you But I must beg you, when my husband comes in, 
not to say a word about these things, for he thinks me 
even half crazy for beheving an5d;hing of the sort But I 
roust beheve my senses, as he cannot beheve beyond his, 
which give him no intimations of this kind I think he 
could spend the whole of Midsummer-eve m the wood 
and come back with the report that he saw nothing worse 
than himself Indeed, good man, he would hardly find 
anything better than himself, if he had seven more 
senses given him ” 

But tell me how it is that she could be so beautiful 
without any heart at all — ^without any place even for a 
heart to live in ” 

I cannot qmte teU,” she said, ” but I am sure she 
would not look so beautiful if she did not take means to 
roake herself look more beautiful than she is And then, 
you know, you began by being in love vath her before 
you saw her beauty, mistaking her for the lady of the 
marble — another land altogether, I should think But 
Ihe chief thing that makes her beautiful is this, that, 
although she loves no man, she loves the love of any 
roan, and when she finds one in her power, her desire 
to bewitch him and gam his love (not for the sake of his 
love either, but that she may be conscious anew of her 
own beauty, through^ the admiration he manifests), 
makes her very lovely — ^with a self-destructive beauty, 
though, for it is that which is constantly weanng her 
away ivithin, till, at last, the decay iviU reach her face, 
and her whole front, when all the lovely mask of notliing 
Will fall to pieces, and she be vanished for ever. So a vise 
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man, whom she met in the wood some years ago, and 
who, I think, for all his \wsdom, fared no better than you, 
told me, when, like you, he spent the next night here, and 
recounted to me his adventures 
I thanked her very warmly for her solution, though it 
was but partial; wondermg much that in her, as in the 
woman I met on my first entering the forest, there should 
be such superiority to her apparent condition. Here she 
left me to take some rest, though, indeed, I was too 
much agitated to rest in any other way than by simply 
ceasing to move. 


In half an hour, I heard a heavy step approach and 
enter the house A jolly voice, whose shght huskmess 
appeared to proceed from overmuch laughter, called out : 

Betsy, the pigs’ trough is qmte empty, and that is a 
pity. Let them swill, lass ! They're of no use but to get 
at Ha! ha! ha! Gluttony is not forbidden in their com- 
man<^ents Ha! hat ha! " The very voice, kind and 
jo^al, seemed to disrobe the room of the strange look 
which all new places wear— to disenchant it out of the 
re^ of the ideal into that of the actual. It began to 
00 as if I had known every comer of it for twenty 
yearn , and when, soon after, the dame came and fetched 
me o partake of their early supper, the grasp of his great 
an , an e harvest-moon of his benevolent face, 
which was needed to hght up the rotundity of the globe 
beneath it produced such a reaction in me, that, for a 
moment, I could hardly beheve that there was a Fairy 
^d; and that all I had passed through since I left 
home, had not been the wandering dream of a diseased 
imagination, operating on a too mobile frame, not merely 
causmg me Indeed to travel, but peophng for me with 
vague phantoms the regions through which my actual 
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steps had led me. But the next moment my eye fell upon 
a httle girl who was sitting in the chimney-corner, with 
a httle book open on her knee, from which *she had 
apparently just looked up to fix great inquiring eyes 
upon me I beheved in Fairy ILand again She went on 
with her reading, as soon as she saw that I observed her 
looking at me I went near, and peeping over her shoulder, 
saw that she was reading “ The History of Graciosa and 
Percinet ” 

“ Very improving book, sir,” remarked the old farmer, 
with a good-humoured laugh " We are in the very 
hottest comer of Fairy Land here. Ha! ha* Stormy 
night, last mght, sir.” 

" Was it, mdeed? ” I rejoined ” It was not so with 
me A loveher mght I never saw ” 

"Indeed! "Where were you last mght ? ” 

" I spent it m the forest I had lost my way ” 

" Ah I then, perhaps, you will be able to convince my 
good woman, that there is nothing very remarkable 
about the forest , for, to tell the tmth, it bears but a bad 
name in these parts I dare say you saw nothing worse 
than yourself there ? ” 

" I hope I did,” was my inward reply, but, for an 
audible one, I contented myself with saymg, ” Why, I 
certainly did see some appearances I could hardlyaccount 
for, but that is nothing to be wondered at in an un- 
known wild forest, and with the uncertain light of the 
moon alone to go by ” 

” Very true 1 you speak like a sensible man, sir. We 
have but few sensible folks round about us Now, you 
would hardly credit it, but my wife beheves every fairy- 
tale that ever was wntten I cannot account for it. She 
IS a most sensible woman m everjdhmg else." 
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“ But should not that make you treat her behef with 
something of respect, though you cannot share in it 
yourself? ” 

“ Yes, that is all very well in theory, but when you 
come to hve every day in the midst of absurdity, it is far 
less easy to behave respectfully to it. Why, my wife 
actually beheves the story of the ' White Cat ‘ . You 
know it, I dare say ” 

“ I read all these tales when a child, and know that 
one especially well " 

“ But, father,” interposed the little girl in the chimney- 
corner, “ you know quite weU that mother is descended 
from that very pnneess who was changed by the 
wicked fairy into a white cat. Mother has told me so 
a many times, and you ought to beheve eveiything 
she says ” ^ 

” I can easily believe that,” rejoined the farmer, with 
another fit of laughter, ” for, the other mght, a mouse 
came gnawing and scratching beneath the floor, and 
would not let us go to sleep Your mother sprang out of 
bed, and going as near it as she could, mewed so infern- 
ally like a great cat, that the noise ceased instantly I 
beheve the poor mouse died of the fright, for we have 
never heard it again Ha! ha! ha!” 

The son, an ill-looking youth, who had entered dunng 
the conversation, joined m his father’s laugh, but his 
laugh was very different from the old man’s, it was 
polluted unth a sneer. I watched him, and saw that, as 
soon as it was over, he looked scared, as if he dreaded 
some cNul consequences to follow his presumption The 
woman .stood near, waiting till we should seat ourselves 
at the tabic, and listening to it all wth an amused air, 
uhich had something in it of the look with which one 
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listens to the sententious remarks of a pompous child 
We sat down to supper, and I ate heartily. My bygone 
distresses began already to look far off 

" In what direction are you going? ” asked the old 
man 

“ Eastward," I rephed, nor could I have given a more 
definite answer " Does the forest extend much further 
in that direction^ ” 

" Oh! for miles and miles, I do not know how far 
For although I have lived on the borders of it all my hfe, 
I have been too busy to make journeys of discovery into 
it Nor do I see what I could discover. It is only trees 
and trees, tiU one is sick of them By the way, if you 
foUow the eastward track from here, you will pass close 
to what the children say is the very house of the ogre that 
Hop-o’-my-Thumb visited, and ate his httle daughters 
with the crowns of gold " 

“ Oh, father! ate his httle daughters! No, he only 
changed their gold crowns for nightcaps; and the great 
long-toothed ogre killed them m mistake; but I do not 
think even he ate them, for you know they were his own 
httle ogresses " 

" Well, weU, child, you know aU about it a great deal 
better than I do. However, the house' has, of course, in 
such a foohsh neighbourhood as this, a bad enough name; 
and I must confess there is a woman hving m it, with 
‘ teeth long enough, and white enough too, for the hneal 
descendant of the greatest ogre that ever was made I 
think you had better not go near her ” 

In such talk as this the night wore on. When supper 
was fimshed, which lasted some time, my hostess con- 
ducted me to my chamber 

" If you had not had enough of it already,” she said. 
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" I would have put you m another room, which looks 
towards the forest; and where you would most likely 
have seen something more of its inhabitants. For they 
frequently pass the window, and even enter the room 
sometimes Strange creatures spend whole nights in it, 
at certain seasons of the year I am used to it, and do not 
mind it No more does my httle girl, who sleeps in it 
always But this room looks southward towards the open 
country, and they never show themselves here; at least 
I never saw any.” 

I was somewhat sorry not to gather any expenence 
that I might have, of the inhabitants of Fairy Land; 
but the effect of the farmer’s company, and of my own 
later adventures, was such, that I chose rather an un- 
disturbed mght m my more human quarters , which, with 
their dean white curtains and white Imen, were very 
inviting to my weariness 

^ In the mormng I awoke refreshed, after a profound 
and dreamless sleep The sun was high, when I looked 
out of the window, shimng over a wide, undulating, 
cultivated country Various garden vegetables were 
growing beneath my window Everything was radiant 
with clear sunhght. The dew-drops were sparkhng their 
busiest, the cows in a near-by field were eating as if 
they had not been at it all day yesterday, the maids 
were smgmg at their work as they passed to and fro 
between the out-houses I did not beheve in Fairy Land 
I went down, and found the family already at breakfast 
But before I entered the room where they sat, the httle 
girl came to me, and looked up in my face, as though she 
wanted to say something to me I stooped towards her, 
she put her arms round my neck, and her mouth to my 
ear, and whispered — 
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" A white lady has been flitting about the house all 
night ” 

“No whispenng behind doors!” cried the farmer; 
and we entered together. “ Well, how have you slept? 
No bogies, eh ? ” 

" Not one, thank you, I slept uncommonly well ” 

“ I am glad to hear it Come and breakfast ” 

After breakfast, the farmer and his son went out, and 
I was left alone with the mother and daughter. 

“ When I looked out of the window this morning,” 
I said, “ I felt almost certain that Fairy Land was all a 
delusion of my brain , but whenever I come near you or 
your httle daughter, I feel diflerently Yet I could per- 
suade myself, after my last adventures, to go back, and 
have nothing more to do with such strange beings ” 

“ How will you go back ? ” said the woman 

“ Nay, that I do not know ” 

“ Because I have heard, that, for those who enter 
Fairy Land, there is no way of going back They must 
go on, and go through it How, I do not in the least 
know ” 

“ That is quite the impression on my own mmd 
Something compels me to go on, as if my only path was 
onward, but I feel less inchned this mormng to continue 
my adventures ” 

“ Will you come and see my httle child’s room? She 
sleeps m the one I told you of, looking towards the 
forest ” 

“ Wilhngly,” I said 

So we went together, the little girl running before to 
open the door for us It was a large room, full of old- 
fashioned furniture, that seemed to have once belonged 
to some great house The window was built with a low 
E 732 
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arch, and filled with lozenge-shaped panes TIic wall 
was very thick, and built of solid stone I could see that 
part of the house had been erected against the remains 
of some old castle or abbej^ or other great building, the 
fallen stones of which had probabl}' served to complete 
it But as soon as I looked out of the window, a gush oi 
wonderment and longing flowed over my soul like the 
tide of a great sea Fairy Land lay before me, and d^e^v 
me towards it with an irresistible attraction. The trees 
bathed their great heads in the waves of the morning, 
while their roots were planted deep in gloom, save 
where on the borders the sunshine broke against their 
stems, or swept m long streams through their avenues, 
washing with brighter hue all the leaves over which it 
flowed, reveahng the nch brown of the decayed leaves 
and fallen pine-cones, and the dehcate greens of the long 
grasses and tiny forests of moss that covered the channel 
over which it passed m motionless nvers of hght. I 
turned humedly to bid my hostess farewell without 

further delay She smiled at my haste, but with an 
anxious look. 


T better not go near the house of the ogi 

I t^nk My son will show you into another path, whi( 
will ]Oin the first beyond it ” 

Not wishing to be headstrong or too confident ai 
more, I agreed , and having taken leave of my kmd ente 
tamers, went mto the wood, accompamed by the yout 
He scarcely spoke as we went along, but he led n 
through the trees tfll we struck upon a path He to! 

me to foUow it, and, with a muttered » good mormng 
left me. ® 
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CHAPTER VIII 

" fch btn etn Theil des Thetis, der anfangs alles war ” 

Goethe Mephistopheles tn Faust. 

" I am a pari of the part, which at first was the whole ” 

spirits rose as I went deeper into the forest, but I 
xiuld not regain my former elasticity of mind. I found 
cheerfulness to be like life itself — not to be created by 
iny argument Afterwards I learned, that the best way 
:o manage some kinds of painful thoughts, is to dare 
;hem to do their worst, to let them he and gnaw at 
i^our heart tiU they are tired; and you find you stiU have 
1 residue of life they cannot kill So, better and worse, 
[ went on, till I came to a little deanng in the forest 
In the middle of this clearing stood a long, low hut, built 
with one end against a smgle taU cypress, which rose 
like a spire to the building A vague misgiving crossed 
my mind when I saw it ; but I must needs go closer, and 
look through a httle half-open door, near the opposite 
end from the cypress Window I saw none On peeping 
in, and looking towards the further end, I saw a lamp 
burning, with a dim, reddish flame, and the head of a 
woman, bent downwards, as if readmg by its hght I 
could see nothmg more for a few moments At length, as 
my eyes got used to the dimness of the place, I saw that 
the part of the rude building near me was used for house- 
hold purposes; for several rough utensils lay here and 
there, and a bed stood m the comer. An irresistible 
attraction caused me to enter The woman never raised 
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CHAPTER VIII 

" Ich bin cm Thctl dcs Thetis, dcr anfangs allcs war " 

Goethe Mcphistopbelcs m Faust 

" I am a part of the part, which at first was the whole ” 

My spints rose as I went deeper into the forest, but I 
could not regain my former elasticity of mind. I found 
cheerfulness to be like hfe itself — not to be created by 
any argument Afterwards I learned, that the best way 
to manage some lands of painful thoughts, is to dare 
them to do their worst, to let them he and gnaw at 
your heart till they are tired, and you find you still have 
a residue of life they cannot kiU So, better and worse, 
I went on, till I came to a httle cleanng in the forest 
In the middle of this clearing stood a long, low hut, built 
with one end against a single tall cypress, which rose 
hke a spire to the building A vague rmsgiving crossed 
my mind when I saw it , but I must needs go closer, and 
look through a httle half-open door, near the opposite 
end from the C5rpress Window I saw none On peeping 
in, and looking towards the further end, I saw a lamp 
burmng, with a dim, reddish flame, and the head of a 
woman, bent downwards, as if reading by its hght I 
could see nothing more for a few moments At length, as 
my eyes got used to the dimness of the place, I saw that 
the part of the rude building near me was used for house- 
hold purposes, for several rough utensils lay here and 
there, and a bed stood in the comer An irresistible 
attraction caused me to enter The woman never raised 



Phan tastes 


68 

her face, the upper part of which alone I could sec dis- 
tinctly; but, as soon as I stepped within the threshold, 
she began to read aloud, m a low and not altogether 
unpleasmg voice, from an ancient little volume which she 
held open with one hand on the table upon which stood 
the lamp What she read was something like this. 

So, then, as darkness had no beginning, neither will 
it ever have an end. So, then, is it eternal. The negation 
of aught else, is its affirmation Where the hght cannot 
come, there abideth the darkness. The light doth but ' 
hollow a mine out of the infinite extension of the dark- 
ness. And ever upon the steps of the hght treadeth the 
darkness, yea, sprmgeth in fountains and wells amidst 
it, from the secret channels of its mighty sea. Truly, man 
IS but a passing flame, moving unquietly amid the sur- 
rounding rest of mght, without which he yet could not 
be, and whereof he is in part compounded ” 

As I drew nearer, and she read on, she moved a little 
to turn a leaf of the dark old volume, and I saw that her 
face was sallow and shghtly forbidding Her forehead 
was high, and her black eyes repressedly quiet But she 
took no notice of me This end of the cottage, if cottage 
it could be called, was destitute of furniture, except the 
table with the lamp and the chair on which the woman 
sat In one comer was a door, apparently of a cupboard 
in the wall, but which rmght lead to a room beyond. 
Still the irresistible desire which had made me enter the 
building urged me I must open that door, and see what 
vras beyond it I approached, and laid my hand on the 
rude latch Then the woman spoke, but without hftmg 
her head or looking at me You had better not open 
that door.” This was uttered quite qmetly, and she 
went on with her reading, partly m silence, partly aloud; 
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but both inodes seemed equally intended for herself 
alone. The prohibition, however, only increased my 
desire to see, and as she took no further notice, I gently 
opened the door to its fuU width, and looked m At 
first, I saw nothing worthy of attention It seemed a 
common closet, with shelves on each hand, on which 
stood various httle necessaries for the humble uses of a 
cottage In one comer stood one or two brooms, m 
another a hatchet and other common tools , showing that 
it was in use every hour of the day for household pur- 
poses But, as I looked, I saw that there were no shelves 
at the back, and that an empty space went m further, 
its termination appearing to be a faintly ghmmenng 
wall or curtain, somewhat less, however, than the width 
and height of the doorway where I stood But, as I 
continued looking, for a few seconds, towards this faintly 
luminous limit, my eyes came into true relation with 
their object AH at once, with such a shiver as when one 
IS suddenly conscious of the presence of another in a 
room where he has, for hours, considered himself alone, 
I saw that the seemingly luminous extreimty was a sky, 
as of mght, beheld through the long perspective of a 
narrow, dark passage, through what, or built of what, 

I could not teU As I gazed, I clearly discerned two or 
three stars glimmering faintly in the distant blue But, 
suddenly, and as if it had been running fast from a far 
distance for this very point, and had turned the comer 
wthout abating its swiftness, a dark figure sped into and 
along the passage from the blue opening at the remote 
end I started back and shuddered, but kept looking, 
for I could not help it On and on it came, vith a speedy 
approach but dela3^cd arrival; till, at last, through the 
many gradations of approach, it seemed to come witliin 
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the sphere of myself, rushed up to me, and passed me 

into the cottage All I could tell of its appearance was, 

that it seemed to be a dark human figure. Its motion was 

entirely noiseless, and might be called a gliding, were it 

not that It appeared that of a runner, but with ghostly 

feet I had moved back yet a little to let him pass me, 

^d looked round after him instantly. I could not see 
him 

"V^ere is he? I said, in some alarm, to the woman, 
who still sat reading 

floor, behind you,” she said, pointing 
wth her arm half-outstretched, but not lifting her eyes 
umed and looked, but saw nothing. Then with a 

ttTrf something behind me, I looked 

black \ oulder , and there, on the ground, lay a 

Hack shadow, the size of a man It was so dark, iha^ I 

fuU ^ '^hich shone 

look rnfftCt'^dosef''^^^ 

“ It ^ ^ growing sense of horror 

rephed " Tv ^ ^A^-dow that has found you,” she 
looking for huT^l bel ^ ranging up and down 

is almost certai ^ found you, as every person's 

c«rre"4 ttt -r r 

you have met ” ^ forest, whom I dare say 

fu^lt^mr *hL^o 

teeth, and I knew that^^ ^ 

I could not speak hi f + house of the ogre 

speak, but turned and left the house, with the 
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shadow at my heels “ A mce sort of vaJet to have/' I 
said to myself bitterly, as I stepped into the sunshine, and, 
looking over my shoulder, saw* that it lay yet blacker m 
the full blaze of the sunhght Indeed, only when I stood 
between itandthesun,was the blackness at all dimimshed 
I was so bewildered — stunned — ^both by the event itself 
and its suddenness, that I could not at all reahse to myself 
what it would be to have such a constant and strange 
attendance; but with a dun conviction that my present 
dislike would soon grow to loathing, I took my dreary 
way through the wood. 
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CHAPTER IX 

" O Lady ' we receive hut what wc give, 

And in our life alone does nature live : ' 

Ours is her wedding garment, ours her shroud / 


Ah / from the soul itself must issue forth, 

A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud, 

Enveloping the Earth — 

A nd from the soul itself must there be sent 
A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth. 

Of all sweet sounds the life and element I ” 

Coleridge 

From this tune, until I amved at the palace of Fairy 
Land, I can attempt no consecutive account of my 
wanderings and adventures Everything, henceforward, 
existed for me in its relation to my attendant What 
influence he exercised upon everything into contact with 
which I was brought, may be understood from a few 
detached instances To begin with this very day on which 
he first joined me after I had walked heartlessly along 
for two or three hours, I was very weary, and lay down 
to rest in a most delightful part of the forest, carpeted 
with wild flowers I lay for half an hour in a dull repose, 
and then got up to pursue my way The flowers on the 
spot where I had lam were crushed to the earth but I 
saw that they would soon lift their heads and rejoice 
again m the sun and air Not so those on which my 
shadow had lain The very outhne of it could be traced 
m the withered lifeless grass, and the scorched and 
shrivelled flowers which stood there, dead, and hopeless 
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of any resurrection I shuddered, and hastened away 
■with sad forebodings 

In a few days, I had reason to dread an extension of 
its baleful influences from the fact, that it was no longer 
confined to one position in regard to myself Hitherto, 
when seized with an irresistible desire to look on my evil 
demon (which longing would unaccountably seize me at 
any moment, returning at longer or shorter intervals, 
sometimes every minute), I had to turn my head back- 
wards, and look over my shoulder , in which position, as 
long as I could retam it, I was fascinated. But one day, 
having come out on a dear grassy hill, which commanded 
a glonous prospect, though of what I cannot now tell, 
my shadow moved round, and came in front of me And, 
presently, a new manifestation increased my distress 
Bor it began to coruscate, and shoot out on all sides a 
radiation of dim shadow These rays of gloom issued from 
the central shadow as from a black sun, lengthemng and 
shortemng with continual change But wherever a ray 
struck, that part of earth, or sea, or sky, became void 
mid desert, and sad to my heart On this, the first 
development of its new power, one ray shot out beyond 
the rest, seeming to lengthen infimtdj^ imtil it smote the 
great sun on the face, which withered and darkened 
beneath the blow. I turned away and -went on The 
shadow retreated to its former position, and when I 
looked again, it had drawn m all its spears of darkness, 
mid followed hke a dog at my heels 

Once, as I passed by a cottage, there came out a lovely 
fairy child, with two wondrous toys, one m each hand 
The one was the tube through which the fair3’--gifted poet 
looks when he beholds the same thing eveiyvhere , the 
other that through which he looks when he combines into 
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new forms of loveliness those images of beauty which his 
own choice has gathered from all regions wherein he has 
travelled Round the child’s head was an aureole of 
emanating rays As I looked at him in wonder and 
dehght, round crept from behind me the something dark, 
and the child stood m my shadow Straightway he was 
a commonplace boy, with a rough broad-bnmmed straw 
hat, through which bnm the sun shone from behind The 
toys he earned were a multiplymg-glass and a kaleido- 
scope I sighed and departed 

One evemng, as a great silent flood of western gold 
flowed through an avenue in the woods, down the stream, 
]ust as when I saw him first, came the sad knight, riding 
on his chestnut steed But his armour did not shine half 
so red as when I saw him first Many a blow of mighty 
sword and axe, turned aside by the strength of his mail, 
and glancing adown the surface, had swept from its path 
the fretted rust, and the glonous steel had answered the 
kindly blow with the thanks of returning hght These 
streaks and spots made his armour look hke the floor of a 
forest in the sunhght His forehead was higher than 
before, for the contracting wnnkles were nearly gone; 
and the sadness that remained on his face was the sad- 
ness of a dewy summer twflight, not that of a frosty 
autunm mom He, too, had met the Alder-maiden as I, 
but he had plunged into the torrent of rmghty deeds, and 
the stain was nearly washed away No shadow followed 
him He had not entered the dark house , he had not had 
time to open the closet door " Will he ever look in ? ” I 
said to myself “ Must his shadow find him some day? ” 
But I could not answer my own questions 

We travelled together for two days, and I began to 
love him. It was plain that he suspected my story in 
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some degree; and I saw him once or twice looking 
cunonsly and anxiously at my attendant gloom, which 
aU this time had remained very obsequiously behmd me , 
but I ofiered no explanation, and he asked none Shame 
at my neglect of his warmng, and a horror which shrunk 
from even alluding to its cause, kept me silent , till, on 
the evemng of the second day, some noble words from - 
my compamon roused all my heart, and I was at the 
point of falhng on his neck, and telling him the whole 
story, seeking, if not for helpful advice, for of that I was 
hopeless, yet for the comfort of S3mipathy — ^when round 
shd the shadow and mwrapt my fnend, and I could not 
trust him The glory of his brow vamshed, the hght 
of his eye grew cold, and I held my peace. The next 
mormng we parted 

But the most dreadful thing of all was, that I now 
began to feel something hke satisfaction in the presence 
of the shadow I began to be rather vain of my attendant, 
sa3ung to myself, “ In a land hke this, with so many 
illusions ever5rwhere, I need his aid to disenchant the 
things around me. He does away with aU appearances, 
and shows me thin gs m their true colour and form And 
I am not one to be fooled with the vamties of the common 
crowd I will not see beauty where there is none I will 
dare to behold things as they are And if I hve in a 
waste instead of a paradise, I will hve knowing where I 
live.” But of this a certain exercise of his power which 
soon followed quite cured me, turning my feelings 
towards him once more into loatliing and distrust It 
was thus . 

One bnght noon, a little maiden joined me, coming 
tlirough the vood in a direction at right angles to mv 
path She came along singing and dancing, happy as a 
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cMd, though she seemed almost a woman. In her hands 
— ^now in one, now in another — she earned a small globe, 
bright and clear as the purest crystal This seemed at 
once her plaything and her greatest treasure. At one 
moment, you would have thought her utterly careless of 
it, and at another, overwhelmed \vith anxiety for its 
safety But I beheve she was taking care of it all the 
time, perhaps not least when least occupied about it 
She stopped by me with a smile, and bade me good day 
with the sweetest voice I felt a wonderful hking to the 
child — ^for she produced on me more the impression of 
a child, though my understanding told me differently. 
We talked a httle, and then walked on together in the 
direction I had been pursuing I asked her about the 
globe she earned, but getting no dejSmte answer, I held 
out my hand to take it She drew back, and said, but 
smihng almost invitingly the while, “You must not 
touch it , ' — ^then, after a moment^s pause — “ Or if you 
do, it must be very gently ” I touched it with a finger. 
A shght vibratory motion arose in it, accompanied, or 
perhaps manifested, by a faint sweet sound. I touched 
it again, and the sound increased. I touched it the third 
time a tiny torrent of harmony rolled out of the httle 
globe She would not let me touch it any more 
We travelled on together all that day. She left me 
when twihght came on , but next day, at noon, she met 
me as before, and again we travelled till evemng The 
third day she came once more at noon, and we walked 
on together Now, though we had talked about a great 
many things connected with Fairy Land, and the hfe she 
had led hitherto, I had never been able to learn anything 
about the globe This day, however, as we went on, the 
shadow ghded round and inwrapt the maiden It could 
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not change her. But my desire to know about the 
globe, which in his gloom began to waver as with an 
inward light, and to shoot out flashes of many-coloured 
flame, grew irresistible I put out both my hands and 
laid hold of it. It began to sound as before The sound 
rapidly increased, till it grew a low tempest of harmony, 
and the globe trembled, and quivered, and throbbed 
between my hands I had not the heart to puU it away 
from the maiden, though I held it in spite of her attempts 
to take it from me , yes, I shame to say, in spite of her 
prayers, and, at last, her tears The music went on 
growing in intensity and comphcation of tones, and the 
globe vibrated and heaved, till at last it burst in our 
hands, and a black vapour broke upwards from out of it, 
then turned, as if blown sideways, and enveloped the 
maiden, hiding even the shadow in its blackness She 
held fast the fragments, which I abandoned, and fled 
from me into the forest m the direction whence she had 
come, wailing hke a child, and crying, " You have 
broken my globe; my globe is broken — ^my globe is 
broken 1 ” I followed her, in the hope of comforting her, 
but had not pursued her far, before a sudden cold gust 
of wind bowed the tree-tops above us, and swept through 
their stems around us, a great cloud overspread the day, 
nnd a fierce tempest came on, in which I lost sight of her. 
It hes heavy on my heart to this hour At night, ere I 
fall asleep, often, whatever I may be thinking about, I 
suddenly hear her voice, ciying out, ' You have broken 
my globe; my globe is broken, ah. my globe! " 

Here I \vill mention one more strange thing, but 
whether this pecuhanty ivas owing to my shadow at all, 

I am not able to assure myself. I came to a wllage, the 
inhabitants of which could not at first sight be distin- 



Phantastes 


78 

gmshed from the dwellers in our land They rather 
avoided than sought my company, though they were very 
pleasant when I addressed them. But at last I observed, 
that whenever I came within a certain distance of any 
one of them, which distance, however, varied with 
different individuals, the whole appearance of the person 
began to change , and this change increased in degree as 
I approached When I receded to the former distance, 
the former appearance was restored The nature of the 
change was grotesque, following no fixed rule The 
nearest resemblance to it that I know, is the distortion 
produced in your countenance when you look at it as 
reflected in a concave or convex surface — say, either 
side of a bnght spoon Of this phenomenon I first became 
aware in rather a ludicrous way My host’s daughter 
was a very pleasant pretty girl, who made herself more 
agreeable to me than most of those about me For some 
days my compamon-shadow had been less obtrusive than 
usual, and such was the reaction of spints occasioned 
by the simple mitigation of torment, that, although I had 
cause enough besides to be gloomy, I felt hght and com- 
paratively happy My impression is, that she was qmte 
aware of the law of appearances that existed between 
t e people of the place and myself, and had resolved to 
amuse herself at my expense , for one evemng, after some 
]^esting and raillery, she, somehow or other, provoked me 
to attempt to kiss her But she was well defended from 

kind Her countenance became, of 
a sudden, absurdly hideous, the pretty mouth was 
ongated and otherwise amphfied sufficiently to have 
^owed of SIX simultaneous kisses I started back in 
ewildered ^smay, she burst into the merriest fit of 
aug er, and ran from the room I soon found that the 
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same undefinable law of change operated between me 
and all the other villagers, and that, to feel I was in 
pleasant company, it was absolutely necessary for me to 
discover and observe the nght focal distance between 
myself and each one with whom I had to do This done, 
all went pleasantly enough. Whether, when I happened 
to neglect this precaution, I presented to them an equally 
ridiculous appearance, I did not ascertain , but I presume 
that the alteration was common to the approximating 
parties I wets likewise unable to deteimme whether I 
was a necessary party to the production of this strange 
transformation, or whether it took place as well, under 
the given circumstances, between the inhabitants them- 
selves 
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CHAPTER X 

From Eden's bowers the full-fed rivers flow 
To guide the outcasts to the land of woe 
Our Earth one little toiling streamlet yields, 

To guide the wanderers to the happy fields ” 

After leaving this village, where I had rested for nearly 
a week, I travelled through a desert region of dry sand 
and ghttenng rocks, peopled pnncipally by goblin- 
faines When I first entered their domains, and, indeed, 
whenever I fell in with another tribe of them, they began 
mocking me with offered handfuls of gold and jewels, 
making hideous grimaces at me, and performing the 
most antic homage, as if they thought I expected rever- 
ence, and meant to humour me like a maniac But ever, 
as soon as one cast his eyes on the shadow behind me, he 
made a wry face, partly of pity, partly of contempt, and 
looked ashamed, as if he had been caught doing some- 
thing inhuman, then, throwing down his handful of 
gold, and ceasing all his grimaces, he stood aside to let 
g me pass in peace, and made signs to his companions to 
do the hke I had no inclination to observe them much, 
for the shadow was in my heart as well as at my heels 
I walked hstlessly and almost hopelessly along, till I 
arrived one day at a small spring , which, bursting cool 
from the heart of a sun-heated rock, flowed somewhat 
southwards from the direction I had been taking I 
drank of this spnng, and found myself wonderfully 
refreshed A kind of love to the cheerful httle stream 
arose in my heart It was bom in a desert, but it 
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seemed to say to itself, ” I will flow, and sing, and lave 
my banks, till I make my desert a paradise ” I thought 
I could not do better than follow it, and see what it made 
of it. So down with the stream I went, over rocky lands, 
burning with sunbeams But the nvulet flowed not far, 
before a few blades of grass appeared on its banks, and 
then, here and there, a stunted bush Sometimes it dis- 
appeared altogether under ground; and after I had 
wandered some distance, as near as I could guess, in the 
direction it seemed to take, I would suddenly hear it 
again, singing, sometimes far away to my right or left, 
amongst new rocks, over which it made new cataracts 
of watery melodies The verdure on its banks increased 
as it flowed , other streams joined it , and at last, after 
many days’ travel, I found myself, one gorgeous summer 
evening, resting by the side of a broad nver, with a 
glorious horse-chestnut tree towenng above me, and 
dropping its blossoms, milk-white and rosy-red, all about 
me. As I sat, a gush of joy sprang forth m my heart, and 
overflowed at my eyes Through my tears, the whole 
landscape glimmered in such bewildenng lovehness, that 
I felt as if I were entering Fairy Land for the first time, 
and some loving hand were waiting to cool my head, and 
a loving word to warm my heart Roses, wild roses, 
everywhere! So plentiful were they, they not only per- 
fumed the air, they seemed to dye it a faint rose-hue. 
The colour floated abroad with the scent, and clomb, and 
spread, until tlie whole west blushed and glowed with the 
gathered incense of roses And my heart fainted with 
longing in my bosom. Could I but see the Spirit of the 
Earth, as I saw once the indwelhng woman of the becch- 
tree, and my beauty of the pale marble. I should be con- 
tent Content Oh. how gladly would I die of the light 
F T3= 
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of her eyes I Yea, I would cease to be, if that would bring 
me one word of love from the one mouth The twihght 
sank around, and infolded me with sleep I slept as I 
had not slept for months I did not awake till late in the 
mormng, when, refreshed in body and mind, I rose as 
from the death that wipes out the sadness of life, and 
then dies itself in the new morrow. Again I followed the 
stream , now chmbing a steep rocky bank that hemmed 
it in , now wading through long grasses and wild flowers 
m its path, now through meadows, and anon through 
woods that crowded down to the very lip of the water. 

At length, in a nook of the nver, gloomy with the 
weight of overhanging fohage, and still and deep as a 
soul m which the torrent eddies of pain have hollowed a 
great gulf, and then, subsiding in violence, have left it 
^ of a motionless, fathomless sorrow— I saw a httle boat 
lying So still was the water here, that the boat needed 
no fastening It lay as if some one had ]ust stepped 
ashore, and would in a moment return But as there 


were no signs of presence, and no track through the thick 
us es, and, moreover, as I was in Fairy Land where 
^ very much as he pleases, I forced my way to 
e brink, stepped into the boat, pushed it, with the help 
of the tree-branches, out into the stream, lay down m the 
om, an et my boat and me float whither the stream 
wo carry us I seemed to lose myself in the great 
w o sky a ove me unbroken in its infimtude, except 
h n now and then, coming nearer the shore at a bend 
^ ^ ^ouid sweep its mighty head silently 

ore to fling its shadow over me. I feU asleep m this 
^cfle, m which mother Nature was rocking her weary 
child, and while I slept, the sun slept nof, but w^ 
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round his arched way When I awoke, he slept in the 
waters, and I went on my silent path beneath a round 
silvery moon. And a pale moon looked up from the floor 
of the great blue cave that lay in the abysmal silence 
beneath 

Why are aU reflections loveher than what we call the 
reahty^ — not so grand or so strong, it may be, but 
always loveher ? Fair as is the ghding sloop on the shining 
sea, the wavenng, trembhng, unresting sail below is 
fairer stiU Yea, the reflecting ocean itself, reflected in 
the mirror, has a wondrousness about its waters that 
somewhat vamshes when I turn towards itself AH 
mirrors are magic mirrors The commonest room is a 
room in a poem when I turn to the glass (And this 
renunds me, while I wnte, of a strange story which I read 
in the fairy palace, and of which I will try to make a 
feeble memorial in its place ) In whatever way it may 
be accounted for, of one thing we may be sure, that this 
feehng is no cheat , for there is no cheating in nature 
and the simple unsought feehngs of the soul There must 
be a truth involved in it, though we may but m part 
lay hold of the meamng Even the memones of past pain 
are beautiful, and past dehghts, though beheld only 
through clefts in the grey clouds of sorrow, are lovely as 
Fairy Land But how have I wandered into the deeper 
fairyland of the soul, while as yet I only float towards 
the fairy palace of Fairy Land! The moon, which is 
the lovelier memory or reflex of the down-gone sun, the 
joyous day seen in the faint mirror of the brooding mght, 
had rapt me away 

I sat up in the boat Gigantic forest trees were about 
me, through which, hke a silver snake, twisted and 
twined the great nver The httle waves, when I moved 
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in ihe boat, heaved and fell with a plash as of molten 
silver, brealung the image of the moon into a thousand 
morsels, fusing again into one, as the npples of laughter 
die into the still face of joy. The sleeping woods, in un- 
defined massiveness, the water that flowed in its sleep; 
and, above all, the enchantress moon, which had cast 
them all, with her pale eye, into the charmed slumber, 
sank into my soul, and I felt as if I had died in a dream, 
and should never more awake 

From this I was partly aroused by a glimmering of 
white, that, through the trees on the left, vaguely crossed 
my vision, as I gazed upwards. But the trees again liid 
the object , and at the moment, some strange melodious 
bird took up its song, and sang, not an ordinary bird- 
song, with constant repetitions of the same melody, but 
what sounded hke a continuous strain, in which one 
thought was expressed, deepemng in intensity as evolved 
in progress It sounded hke a welcome already over- 
shadowed with the coming farewell As in all sweetest 
music, a tinge of sadness was in every note Nor do we 
know how much of the pleasures even of hfe we owe to 
the intermingled sorrows Joy cannot unfold the deepest 
truths, although deepest truth must be deepest joy 
Cometh white-robed Sorrow, stooping and wan, and 
flingeth wide the doors she may not enter Almost we 
huger 'With Sorrow for very love 
As the song concluded the stream bore my httle boat 
with a gentle sweep round a bend of the river, and lol 
on a broad lawn, which rose from the water’s edge with 
a long' green slope to a dear elevation from which the 
trees receded on all sides, stood a stately palace ghmmer- 
ing ghostly in the moonshine, it seemed to be built 
throughout of the whitest marble There was no reflec- 
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tion of moonlight from windows — ^there seemed to be 
none, so there was no cold glitter, onl}^ as I said, a 
ghostlj^ shimmer. Numberless shadows tempered the 
shine, from column and balcon}?’ and tower For every- 
where gallenes ran along the face of the buildings, vangs 
were extended in many directions, and numberless 
openings, through which the moonbeams vamshed 
into the intenor, and which served both for doors 
and windows, had their separate balconies m front, 
communicating with a common gallery that rose on its 
own pillars Of course, I did not discover all this from 
the nver, and in the moonhght But, though I was 
there for many days, I did not succeed m mastering the 
inner topography of the building, so extensive and com 
phcated was it 

Here I wished to land, but the boat had no oars on 
board. However, I found that a plank, serving for a 
seat, was unfastened, and with that I brought the boat 
to the bank and scrambled on shore Deep soft turf 
sank beneath my feet, as I went up the ascent towards 
the palace. When I reached it, I saw that it stood on a 
great platform of marble, with an ascent, by broad stairs 
of the same, all round it Arrived on the platform, I 
'found there was an extensive outlook over the forest, 
which, however, was rather veiled than revealed by the 
moonlight Entenng by a wide gateway, but without 
gates, into an inner court, surrounded on all sides by 
great marble pdlars supporting gallenes above, I saw a 
large fountain of porph5nry m the middle, throwmg up a 
lofty column of water, which fell, with a noise as of the 
fusion of all sweet sounds, into a basm beneath, over- 
flowmg which, it ran into a single channel towards the 
intenor of the building Although the moon was by this 
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time so low in the west, that not a ray of her light fell into 
the court, over the height of the surrounding buildings; 
yet was the court lighted by a second reflex from the sun 
of other lands For the top of the column of water, just 
as it spread to fall, caught the moonbeams, and like a 
great pale lamp, hung high in the night air, threw a dim 
memory of hght (as it were) over the court below This 
court was paved in diamonds of white and red marble. 
According to my custom since I entered Fairy Land, of 
taking for a gmde whatever I first found moving in any 
direction, I followed the stream from the basin of the 
fountain It led me to a great open door, beneath the 
ascending steps of which it ran through a low arch and 
^sappeared Entenng here, I found myself m a great 
, surrounded with white pillars, and paved with black 
^d white This I could see by the moonhght, which, 
om the other side, streamed through open windows 
into the hall Its height I could not distinctly see As 
soon as I entered, I had the feehng so common to me m 
+ 1 ,^ that there were others there besides myself, 

oug could see no one, and heard no sound to indicate 
a presence Since my visit to the Church of Darkness, my 
pow^ o seeing the fames of the higher orders had gradu- 
y dummshed, until it had almost ceased But I could 
equen y beheve in their presence while unable to see 
, ’ ^though I had company, and doubtless of 

a safe kind, it seemed rather dreary to spend the mght 
n empty marble hall, however beautiful, especially as 
j going down, and it would soon be 

walVA/i ^ ^ place where I entered, and 

that m 1 ^ for some door or passage 

xvallr^'^T ^ lead me to a more hospitable chamber As I 
valked, I was dehciously haunted with the feehng that 
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behind some one of the seemingly innumerable pillars, 
one who loved me was waiting for me Then I thought 
she was following me from pillar to pillar as I went along, 
but no arms came out of the faint moonhght, and no sigh 
assured me of her presence 
At length I came to an open comdor, into which I 
turned; notwithstanding that, m doing so, I left the light 
behind Along this I walked with outstretched hands, 
groping my way, tiU, amving at another comdor, which 
seemed to strike off at nght angles to that in which I was, 
I saw at the end a faintly ghmmenng light, too pale even 
for moonshine, resembhng rathera stray phosphorescence 
However, where eveiything was white, a little hght went 
a great way So I walked on to the end, and a long cor- 
ndor it was When I came up to the hght, I found that 
it proceeded from what looked hke silver letters upon a 
door of ebony; and, to my surprise even in the home of 
wonder itself, the letters formed the words. The Chamber 
of Sn Anodos Although I had as yet no nght to the 
honours of a kmght, I ventured to conclude that the 
chamber was indeed intended for me; and, opemng the 
door without hesitation, I entered Any doubt as to 
whether I was nght in so doing, was soon dispelled 
What to my dark eyes seemed a blaze of light, burst 
upon me A fire of large pieces of some sweet-scented 
wood, supported by dogs of silver, was burmng on the 
hearth, and a bnght lamp stood on a table, m the midst 
of a plentiful meal, apparently awaiting my amval 
But what surpnsed me more than aU, was, that the room 
was in every respect a copy of my own room, the room 
whence the httle stream from my basin had led me into 
Fairy Land There was the very carpet of grass and 
moss and daisies, which I had mjrself designed; the 
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curtains of j)ale blue silk, that fell like a cataract over the 
windows, the old-fashioned bed, with the chintz furni- 
ture, on which I had slept from boyhood. “ Now I shall 

sleep, I said to myself " My shadow dares not come 
here ” 

I sat down to the table, and began to help myself to 
the good things before me with confidence And now I 
fomd, as in many instances before, how true the fairy 
t es are , for I was waited on, all the time of my meal, 
y invisible hands I had scarcely to do more than look 
towards an3rthing I wanted, when it was brought me, 

^^self My glass was kept 
I had chosen, until I looked towards 
ottle or decanter, when a fresh glass was sub- 
stituted, and the other wine supphed When I had eaten 
heartily and joyfully than ever since I 
+4- ^ Land, the whole was removed by several 

T whom some were male and some female, as 

ff A distinguish from the way the dishes 

Thev wf °^°tion with which 

all f earned out of the room As soon as they were 

door^nViT'^^' ^ shutting of a 

&e luTL^'^'" ^ I long by the 

and when^*rf' “u "ondenng how it would aU end, 
mvselftoiu^ l™^h. weaned with thinking, I betook 

Ke" r™ ^ I^OPO that, ^hen 

own room v, I ™°''“ng, I should awake not only in my 
walk out it, * ^“‘1 that I should 

sound of 4- n ^ ^he mght The 

into obhvion waters of the fountain floated me 
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CHAPTER XI 

" A Wilderness of btttldtng, sinking far 
And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth. 

Far Sinking into splendour — without end . 

Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold, 

With alabaster domes, and stiver spires, 

And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 
Uplifted:' 

Wordsworth 

But when, after a sleep, which, although dreamless, yet 
left behind it a sense of past blessedness, I awoke in the 
full morning, I found, mdeed, that the room was still my 
own, but that it looked abroad upon an unknown land- 
scape of forest and hill and dale on the one side — and on 
the other, upon the marble court, with the great fountain, 
the crest of which now flashed glorious in the sun, and 
cast on the pavement beneath a shower of faint shadows 
from the waters that fell from it into the marble basin 
below. 

Agreeably to all authentic accounts of the treatment 
of travellers in Fairy Land, I found by my bedside a 
complete smt of fresh dothing, just such as I was in the 
habit of weanng, for, though varied sufficiently from 
the one removed, it was yet m complete accordance with 
my tastes I dressed myself in this, and went out The 
whole palace shone hke silver in the sun The marble was 
partly dull and partly polished, and every pinnacle, 
dome, and turret ended in a ball, or cone, or cusp of 
silver. It was hke frost-work, and top dazzhng, in the 
sun, for earthly eyes like mine I wfll not attempt to 
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descnbe the environs, save by saying, that ah the 
pleasures to be found m the most vaned and artistic 
arrangement of wood and nver, lawn and wild forest, 
garden and shrubbery, rocky hill and luxunous vale; 
in living creatures wild and tame, in gorgeous birds, 
scattered fountains, httle streams, and reedy lakes— 
all were here Some parts of the palace itself I shall have 
occasion to descnbe more minutely 

For this whole morning I never thought of my demon 
shadow , and not till the weanness which supervened on 
dehght brought it again to my memory, did I look round 
to see if it was behind me . it was scarcely discernible. 
But its presence, however faintly revealed, sent a pang 
to my heart, for the pain of which, not all the beauties 
around me could compensate It was followed, however, 
by the comforting reflection that, peradventure, I might 
here find the magic word of power to banish the demon 
and set me free, so that I should no longer be a man 
beside myself The Queen of Fairy Land, thought I, 
must dwell here • surely she will put forth her power to 
dehver me, and send me singing through the further 
gates of her country back to my own land " Shadow of 
me! ” I said , “ which art not me, but which representest 
thyself to me as me , here I may find a shadow of hght 
which will devour thee, the shadow of darkness! Here 
I may And a blessing which wiU fall on thee as a curse, and 
damn thee to the blackness whence thou hast emerged 
unbidden ” I said this, stretched at length on the slope 
of the lawn above the nver, and as the hope arose withm 
me, the sun came forth from a hght fleecy doud that 
swept across his face , and hiU and dale, and the great 
river winding on through the still mystenous forest, 
flashed back his rays as with a silent shout of ]oy, all 
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nature lived and glowed; the very earth grew warm 
beneath me; a magmficent dragon-fly went past me hke 
an arrow from a bow, and a whole concert of birds burst 
into choral song. 

The heat of the sun soon became too intense even for 
passive support I therefore rose, and sought the shelter 
of one of the arcades. Wandenng along from one to 
another of these, wherever my heedless steps led me, and 
wondenng everywhere at the simple magmficence of the 
budding, I arrived at another hall, the roof of which was 
of a pale blue, spangled with constellations of silver stars, 
and supported by porph5ny pillars of a paler red than 
ordinary — In this house (I may remark m passing), 
silver seemed everywhere preferred to gold, and such 
was the punty of the air, that it showed nowhere signs 
of tarmshing — ^The whole of the floor of this hall, except 
a narrow path behind the pillars, paved with black, was 
hollowed into a huge basin, many feet deep, and filled 
with the purest, most hquid and radiant water. The 
sides of the basin were white marble, and the bottom was 
paved with all kinds of refulgent stones, of every shape and 
hue In their arrangement, you would have supposed, 
at first sight, that there was no design, for they seemed 
to he as if cast there from careless and playful hands; 
but it was a most harmomous confusion , and as I looked 
at the play of their colours, especially when the waters 
were in motion, I came at last to feel as if not one httle 
pebble could be displaced, without injuring the effect 
of the whole Beneath this floor of the water, lay the 
reflection of the blue inverted roof, fretted with its silver* 
stars, hke a second deeper sea, clasping and upholding 
the first. The fairy bath was probably fed from the 
fountain in the court Led by an irresistible desire, I 
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undressed, and plunged into the water. It clothed me as 
with a new sense and its object both in one The waters 
lay so close to me, they seemed to enter and revive my 
heart I rose to the surface, shook the water from my 
hair, and swam as in a rainbow, amid the coruscations 
of the gems below seen through the agitation caused by 
my motion Then, with open eyes, I dived, and swam 
beneath the surface And here was a new wonder For 
the basin, thus beheld, appeared to extend on all sides 
hke a sea, with here and there groups as of ocean rocks, 
hollowed by ceaseless billows into wondrous caves and 
grotesque pinnacles Around the caves grew sea-weeds 
of all hues, and the corals glowed between, while far off, 
I saw the glimmer of what seemed to be creatures of 
human form at home m the waters I thought I had been 
enchanted , and that when I rose to the surface, I should 
find myself miles from land, swimming alone upon a 
heavmg sea, but when my eyes emerged from the 
waters, I saw above me the blue spangled vault, and the 
red pillars around I dived again, and found myself once 
more m the heart of a great sea I then arose, and swam 
to the edge, where I got out easily, for the water reached 
the very bnm, and, as I drew near, washed in tiny waves 
over the black marble border I dressed, and went out, 
deeply refreshed 

And now I began to discern famt, gracious forms, here 
and there throughout the building Some walked to- 
gether m earnest conversation Others strayed alone. 
Some stood in groups, as if looking at and talking about 
a picture or a statue None of them heeded me Nor were 
they plainly visible to my eyes Sometimes a group, or 
single individual, would fade entirely out of the realm of 
my vision as I gazed When evening came, and the moon 
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arose, clear as a round of a honzon-sea when the sun 
hangs over it in the west, I began to see them all more 
plainly ; especially when they came between me and the 
moon ; and yet more especially, when I myself was in the 
shade But, even then, I sometimes saw only the passing 
wave of a white robe , or a lovely arm or neck gleamed 
by in the moonshine ; or white feet went walking alone 
over the moony sward. Nor, I gneve to say, did I ever 
come much nearer to these glonous beings, or ever look 
upon the Queen of the Faines herself. My destiny 
ordered otherwise 

In this palace of marble and silver, and fountains and 
moonshine, I spent many days; waited upon constantly 
in my room with ever5dhing desirable, and bathing daily 
in the fairy bath All this time I was httle troubled with 
my demon shadow. I had a vague feehng that he was 
somewhere about the palace ; but it seemed as if the hope 
that I should in this place be finally freed from his hated 
presence, had suf&ced to bamsh him for a time How 
and where I found him, I shall soon have to relate 

The third day after my arrival, I foimd the library of 
the palace; and here, all the time I remained, I spent 
most of the middle of the day For it was, not to men- - 
tion far greater attractions, a luxunous retreat from the 
noontide sun During the mormngs and afternoons, I 
wandered about the lovely heighbotuhood, or lay, lost m 
dehcious day-dreams, beneath some mighty tree on the 
open lawn My evemngs were by-and-by spent m a part 
of the palace, the account of which, and of my adventures 
in connection with it, I must yet postpone for a httle 

The hbrary was a mighty hall, hghted from the roof, 
which was formed of something hke glass, vaulted over 
in a smgle piece, and stained throughout with a great 
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mystenous picture in gorgeous colounng The walls were 
hned from floor to roof with books and books: most of 
them m ancient bindings, but some in strange new 
fashions which I had never seen, and which, were I to 
make the attempt, I could ill desenbe All around the 
walls, m front of the books, ran gallenes in rows, com- 
mumcatmg by stairs These gallenes were built of all 
kinds of coloured stones , all sorts of marble and gramte, 
with porphyry, jasper, lapis lazuli, agate, and vanous 
others, were ranged in wonderful melody of successive 
colours Although the matenal, then, of which these 
gallenes and stairs were built, rendered necessary a 
certain degree of massiveness in the construction, yet 
such was the size of the place, that they seemed to run 
along the walls hke cords Over some parts of the library, 
descended curtains of silk of vanous dyes, none of which 
I ever saw hfted while I was there , and I felt somehow 
that it would be presumptuous in me to venture to look 
within them But the use of the other books seemed 
free, and day after day I came to the hbrary, threw 
myself on one of the many sumptuous eastern carpets, 
which lay here and there on the floor, and read, and read, 
until weary , if that can be designated as weanness, 
which was rather the faintness of rapturous dehght , or 
until, sometimes, the failing of the light invited me to go 
abroad, in the hope that a cool gentle breeze might have 
ansen to bathe, with an airy invigorating bath, the limbs 
which the glow of the burning spint withm had withered 
no less than the glow of the blazing sun without 

One pecuhanty of these books, or at least most of 
those I looked into, I must make a somewhat vain 
attempt to desenbe 
If, for instance, it 


was a book of metaphysics I opened. 



A Faerie Romance 

I had scarcely read two pages before I seemed to myself 
to be pondering over discovered truth, and constructing 
the intellectual machine whereby to commumcate the 
discovery to my fellow men With some books, however, 
nature, it seemed rather as if the process was re- 
moved yet a great way further back; and I was trying to 
find the root of a manifestation, the spintual truth 
whence a matenal vision sprang, or to combine two 
propositions, both apparently true, either at once or in 
different remembered moods, and to find the point in 
which their mvisibly converging hnes would umte m one, 
revealing a truth higher than either and diffenng from 
both; though so far from being opposed to either, that 
1 was that whence each denved its hfe and power Or if 
me book was one of travels, I found myself the traveller. 
New lands, fresh expenences, novel customs, rose around 
me I walked, I discovered, I fought, I suffered, I 
rejoiced in my success Was it a history ? I was the chief 
actor therein I suffered my own blame, I was glad in 
my own praise With a fiction it was the same Mine was 
the whole story For I took the place of the character 
who was most like myself, and his story was mine , until, 
grown weary with the hfe of years condensed in an hour, 
or amved at my deathbed, or the end of the volume, I 
Would awake, with a sudden bewilderment, to the con- 
sciousness of my present hfe, recogmsmg the walls and 
roof around me, and finding I joyed or sorrowed only m 
a book If the book was a poem, the words disappeared 
or took the subordinate position of an accompamment 
to the succession of forms and images that rose and 
vamshed with a soundless rhythm, and a hidden nme 
In one, with a mystical title, which I cannot recall 
I read of a world that is not hke ours The wondrous 
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account, in such a feeble, fragmentary way as is possible 
to me, I would wilhngly impart. Whether or not it was 
all a poem, I cannot tell, but, from the impulse I felt, 
when I first contemplated wntmg it, to break into nrae, 
to which impulse I shall give way if it comes upon me 
again, I think it must have been, partly at least, in 
verse. 
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CHAPTER XII 

" Chained ts the Spring The mght-wind hold 
Blows over the haid earth , 

Time ts not more confused and cold, 

Nor keeps more wintry mirth 

Vet blow, and roll the world about ; 

Blow, Time — blow, winter’s Wind I 
Through chinks of Time, heaven peepeth out. 

And Spring the frost behind " 

GEM 

They who believe in the influences of the stars over the 
fates of men, are, in feehng at least, nearer the truth than 
they who regard the heavenly bodies as related to them 
merely by a common obedience to an external law All 
that man sees has to do with man Worlds cannot be 
without an intermundane relationship The commumty 
of the centre of all creation suggests an interradiatmg 
connection and dependence of the parts Else a grander 
idea IS conceivable than that which is already unbodied. 
The blank, which is only a forgotten hfe, l3ung behind the 
consciousness, and the misty splendour, which is an un- 
developed hfe, l5ang before it, may be fuU of mystenous 
revelations of other connexions with the worlds around 
ns, than those of science and poetry No shimng belt 
or gleaming moon, no red and green glory in a self- 
encirchng twin-star, but has a relation with the hidden 
things of a man’s soul, and, it may be, with the secret 
history of his body as well They are portions of the 
hving house wherein he abides 
G 733 
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Through the realms of the monarch Sun 
Creeps a \%orld, "whose course had begun, 

On a weary path with a weary pace, 

Before the Earth sprang forth on her race 
But many a time the Earth had sped 
Around the path she still must tread, 

Ere the elder planet, on leaden wang, 

Once circled the court of the planet’s king 

There, in that lonely and distant star. 

The seasons are not as our seasons arc. 

But many a year hath Autumn to dress 
The trees in their matron loveliness; 

As long hath old Winter in tnumph to go 
O’er beauties dead in his vaults below’. 

And many a year the Spnng doth w'car 
Combing the icicles from her hair. 

And Summer, dear Summer, hath years of June, 

With large white clouds, and cool showers at noon 
And a beauty that grows to a weight like gticf. 

Till a burst of tears is the heart’s relief 

Children, bom when Winter is king. 

May never rejoice m the hoping Spring, 

Though their own heart-buds are bursting with joy. 

And the child hath grown to the girl or boy. 

But may die with cold and icy hours 
Watching them ever in place of flowers 
And some who awake from their primal sleep. 

When the sighs of Summer through forests creep. 

Live, and love, and are loved again. 

Seek for pleasure, and find its pain, 

Smk to their last, their forsaken sleeping. 

With the same sweet odours around them creeping 

Now the children, there, are not bom as the children 
are bom in worlds nearer to the sun For they arrive no 
one knows how A maiden, walking alone, hears a cry: 
for even there a cry is the j5rst utterance , and searching 
about, she findeth, under an overhanging rock, or within 
a dump of bushes, or, it may be, betwixt graj’^ stones on 
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the side of a hill, or in any other sheltered and unex- 
pected spot, a httle child This she taketh tenderly, and 
bearethhome with joy, calhng out, " Mother, mother ” — 
if so be that her mother lives — " I have got a baby — I 
have found a child > ” All the household gathers round 
to see; — “ Where ?s tt ? What ts %t like ? Where did. you 
find it?"' and such-like questions, abounding And there- 
upon she relates the whole story of the discovery, for 
by the circumstances, such as season of the year, time of 
the day, condition of the air, and such hke, and, espe- 
cially, the peculiar and never-repeated aspect of the 
heavens and earth at the time, and the nature of the place 
of shelter wherein it is found, is determined, or at least 
indicated, the nature of the child thus discovered. 
Therefore, at certain seasons, and in certain states of the 
weather, according, m part, to their own fancy, the 
young women go out to look for children They generally 
avoid seeking them, though they cannot help sometimes 
finding them, in places and with arcumstances uncon- 
genial to their pecuhar hkings But no sooner is a child 
found, than its claim for protection and nurture 
obhterates all feehng of choice in the matter Chiefly, 
however, in the season of summer, which lasts so long, 
conung as it does after such long intervals, and mostly 
in the warm evemngs, about the rmddle of twihght , and 
prmcipally in the woods and along the nver banks, do 
the maidens go looking for children, just as children 
look for flowers And ever as the child grows, yea, more 
and more as he advances in years, will his face indicate to 
those who understand the spirit of Nature, and her utter- 
ances in the face of the world, the nature of the place of 
his birth, and the other circumstances thereof , whether a 
dear mormng sun guided his mother to the nook whence 
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issued the boy’s low cry ; or at cvc the lonely maiden (for 
the same woman never finds a second, at least while the 
first hves) discovers the girl by the glimmer of her white 
skin, lying m a nest like that of the lark, amid long en- 
circling grasses, and the upward-gazing eyes of the lowly 
daisies, whether the storm bowed the forest trees 
around, or the still frost fixed in silence the else flowing 
and babbling stream. 

After they grow up, the men and women are but little 
together There is this peculiar difference between them, 
which hkewise distinguishes the women from those of 
the earth The men alone have arms; the women have 
only wings Resplendent wings are they, wherein thej^ 
can sluroud themselves from head to foot in a panoply of 
ghstenng glory By these wings alone, it may frequently 
be judged in what seasons, and under what aspects, they 
were bom From those that came in winter, go great 
white wings, white as snow; the edge of ever}' feather 
shimng hke the sheen of silver, so that they flash and 
ghtter hke frost in the sun But underneath, they axe 
tinged with a faint pink or rose-colour. Those bom in 
spnng have wings of a bnlhant green, green as grass; 
and towards the edges the feathers are enamelled hke 
the surface of the grass-blades These again are white 
withm Those that are bom in summer have wings of a 
deep rose-colour, hned with pale gold And those bom in 
autumn have purple wings, with a rich brown on the 
inside But these colours are modified and altered in all 
varieties, corresponding to the mood of the day and hour 
as well as the season of the year, and sometimes I 
found the various colours so intermingled, that I could 
not deterrmne even the season, though doubtless the 
hierogljqihic could be deaphered by more iced 
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eyes One splendour, in particular, I remember ^wmgs 
of deep carmine, with an inner down of warm gray, 
around a form of bnlhant whiteness She had been 
found as the sun went down through a low sea-fog, 
casting crimson along a broad sea-path into a httle 
cave on the shore, where a bathing maiden saw her 
lying. 

But though I speak of sun and fog, and sea and shore, 
the world there is in some respects very different from 
the earth whereon men live For instance, the waters 
reflect no forms To the unaccustomed eye they appear, 
if undisturbed, hke the surface of a dark metal, only that 
the latter would reflect indistinctly, whereas they reflect 
not at all, except hght which falls immediately upon 
them This has a great effect m causing the landscapes 
to difler from those on the earth On the stillest evening, 
no tall ship on the sea sends a long wavering reflection 
almost to the feet of him on shore , the face of no maiden 
brightens at its own beauty in a stfll forest-well The 
sun and moon alone make a ghtter on the surface The 
sea is like a sea of death, ready to ingulf and never to 
reveal a visible shadow of obhvion Yet the women 
sport in its waters hke gorgeous sea-birds The men more 
rarely enter them But, on the contrary , the oky reflects 
ever3rthing beneath it, as if it were built of water hke 
ours Of course, from its concavity there is some dis- 
tortion of the reflected objects; yet wondrous combina- 
tions of form are often to be seen in the overhanging 
depth And then it is not shaped so much hke a round 
dome as the sky of the earth, but, more of an egg-shape, 
nses to a great towenng height in the middle, appeanng 
far more lofty than the other. YTien the stars come out 
at night. It show's a mighty cupola, “ fretted with golden 
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fires, wherein there is room for all tempests to rush and 


rave 


One evening in early summer, I stood with a group of 
men and women on a steep rock that overhung the sea. 
They were all questioning me about my world and the 
way thereof In making reply to one of their questions, 
I was compelled to say that children are not bom in the 
Earth as with them Upon this I was assailed vith a 
whole battery of inqmries. which at first I tned to avoid; 
but, at last, I was compelled, in the vaguest manner I 
could invent, to make some approach to the subject m 
question Immediately a dim notion of what I meant, 
seemed to dawn in the minds of most of the women Some 
of them folded their great wings aU around them, as they 
generally do when in the least offended, and stood erect 
and motionless One spread out her rosy pimons, and 
flashed from the promontory into the gif at its foot 
A ^eat hght shone in the eyes of one maiden, who turned 
and walked slowly away, with her purple and white wings 
spread behind her. She was found, the next morn- 
ing, dead beneath a withered tree on a bare hiU-side, 
some es inland They buned her where she lay, as is 
eir custom, for, before they die, they instinctively 
a^ot hke the place of their birth, and having 
satisfies them, they he down, fold their 
them, if they be women, or cross their arms 
trnin T^asts, if they are men, just as if they were 

of rnm^ Sleep indeed. The sign or cause 

tfnncr ^ Z ^ indescnbable longing for some- 

ng they know not what, which seizes them, and 

the hoH f them within, till 
into each other s eyes, this longing seizes and possesses 
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them, but instead of drawing nearer to each other, they 
wander away, each alone, into solitary places, and die of 
their desire But it seems to me, that thereafter they 
are bom babes upon our earth where, if, when grown, 
they find each other, it goes well with them, if not, it 
wdl seem to go ill But of this I know nothing When I 
told them that the women on the Earth had not wings 
hke them, but arms, they stared, and said how bold and 
mascuhne they must look, not knowing that their wings, 
glorious as they are, are but undeveloped arms 
But see the power of this book, that, while recounting 
what I can recall of its contents, I wnte as if myself had 
visited the far-off planet, learned its ways and appear- 
ances, and conversed with its men and women And so, 
while writing, it seemed to me that I had. 

The book goes on with the story of a maiden, who, 
bom at the close of autumn, and hving in a long, to her 
endless winter, set out at last to find the regions of spnng, 
for, as in our earth, the seasons are divided over the 
globe It begins something like this • 

She watched them dying for many a day, 

Droppmg from off the old trees away. 

One by one , or else in a shower 

Crowdmg over the withered flower 

For as if they had done some grievous ivrong. 

The sun, that had nursed them and loved them so long. 
Grew weary of lovmg, and, turmng back. 

Hastened away on his southern track. 

And helplessly hung each shrivelled leaf, 

Faded away with an idle gnef 

And the gusts of ^vlnd, sad Autumn’s sighs. 

Mournfully swept through their families, 

Castmg away mth a helpless moan 
AU that he yet might call his ow n. 

As the child, when his bird is gone for ever, 

Fhngcth the cage on the ^vande^ng nver 
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And the giant trees, as bare as Death, 

Slowly bowed to the great Wind’s breath, 

groaning 

AnH fh ^ trees bending and moaning 

And the ancient planet’s mighty sea 

heavmg and falling most restlessly. 

iossmg about to ease then might 

A^d the mam. 

Natutp 1 hurrymg back agam 

■Nature lived in sadness now 

Sadness lived on the maiden’s brow, 

‘‘alf-conscions eye, 

0^ lonely leaf that trembled on high, 

tTh^'r t ■ 

For little Snshed forth, though it was but a leaf, 

; ‘ti^:Ta z 

T+. V, j the water goes. 

It needs but a drop, and It overt”™, 

OhI many and many a dreary year 
Mnst pass away ece the buds aimeai 

Sto tf! 1 ‘“"‘“'“'“t torrow 
E e bnl ' ^ “otrew. 

SM m th® a-’ bo®. 

She •MtZ ’”■“0''“ "ntt melodies 

Of wavy 

Hf iv.ri/ ^ ^ the sunny beams. 

Hoarding soundless spnng. 

Offoun^thatiu^raSty^l^"' 

She ®^ultant song, 

Where each sense Tfin'T '""to mghts. 

And the soul is still 2 

Changed to the dewy mght, 

gea mto perfume, the gathered light. 
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darkness sinks upon all their host, 
the sun sail up on the eastern coast- 
will wake and see the branches bare. 
Weaving a net m the frozen air. 
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foTOd at to on'e bitter and fruitless, she 

sinrfe .n ; afternoon, in a leafless forest a 

'Vinter rd''»™/Tf '’”*rs of tie 

i wafbim ^ as a snow- 

that ’stormy afternool 
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CHAPTER XIII 


I saw a ship satltng upon the sea. 

Deeply laden as ship could be , 

But not so deep as tn love J am, 

For I care not whether I stnk or swim ” 

Old Ballad 

But Love is such a Mystery 
I cannot find it out • 

For when I think I'm best resolv'd, 

I then am in most doubt " 

Sir John Suckling 


One story I mW try to reproduce But, alas' it is like 
trying to reconstruct a forest out of broken branches 
and withered leaves In the fairy book, everything was 
]ust as it should be, though whether in words or some- 
^ cannot tell It glowed and flashed the 
oug ts upon the soul, with such a power that the 
me uin disappeared from the consciousness, and it was 
occupie only with the things themselves My repre- 
sen a ion o it must resemble a translation from a rich 
an powerM language, capable of embodying the 
houghts of a splendidly developed people, into the 
meagre and half-articulate speech of a savage tnbe Of 
course, w e read it, I was Cosmo, and his history was 
mine Yet, all the time, I seemed to have a kind of double 
consciousness, and the story a double meamng Some- 
times It seemed only to represent a simple story of 
ordinary hfe, perhaps almost of universal life, wherein 
two so s, ‘^'^ng each other and longing to come nearer, 
do, after all, but behold each other as m a glass darkly 
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As through the hard rock go the branching silver 
veins; as into the sohd land run the creeks and gulfs 
from the unresting sea; as the hghts and influences 
of the upper worlds sink silently through the earth's 
atmosphere , so doth Faene mvade the world of men, and 
sometimes startle the xx)nimon eye with an association as 
of cause and effect, when between the two no connecting 
hnks can be traced 

Cosmo von Wehrstahl was a student at the University 
of Prague Though of a noble family, he was poor, and 
pnded himself upon the independence that poverty 
gives, for what will not a man pnde himself upon, when 
he cannot get nd of it? A favounte with his fellow 
students, he yet had no compamons, and none of them 
had ever crossed the threshold of his lodgmg in the top 
of one of the highest houses in the old town Indeed, 
the secret of much of that complaisance which recom- 
mended him to his fellows, was the thought of his un- 
known retreat, whither in the evemng he could betake 
hunself and indulge undisturbed in his own studies and 
reveries These studies, besides those subjects necessary 
to his course at the University, embraced some less 
commonly known and approved; for in a secret drawer 
lay the works of Albertus Magnus and Comehus Agrippa, 
along with others less read and more abstruse As yet, 
however, he had followed these researches only from 
curiosity, and had turned them to no practical purpose 

His lodging consisted of one large low-ceiled room, 
singularly bare of furniture, for besides a couple of 
wooden chairs, a couch which served for dreaming on 
both by day and night, and a great press of black oak, 
there was very little in the room that could be called 
furniture But cunous instruments were heaped in the 
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corners , and in one stood a skeleton, half-leaning against 
the wall, half-supported by a string about its neck One 
of its hands, all of fingers, rested on the heavy pommel of 
a great sword that stood beside it Various weapons were 
scattered about over the floor. The walls were utterly 
bare of adornment , for the few strange things, such as a 
large dried bat with wings dispread, the skin of a por- 


cupine, and a stuffed sea-mouse, could hardly be reckoned 
as such But although his fancy dehghted in vagaries 
like these, he indulged his imagination with far different 
fare His mind had never yet been filled with an absorb- 


ing passion, but it lay like a still twihght open to any 
wind, whether the low breath that wafts but odours, or 
the storm that bows the great trees tiU they strain and 
creak He saw everything as through a rose-coloured 
glass When he looked from his window on the street 
below, not a maiden passed but she moved as m a story, 
and drew his thoughts after her till she disappeared in 
the vista. When he walked m the streets, he always felt 
as if reading a tale, into which he sought to weave every 
ace of interest that went by, and every sweet voice 
swept his soul as with the wing of a passing angel He 
was m fact a poet without words, the more absorbed 
an endangered, that the spnngmg waters were dammed 
ac ' into his soul, where, finding no utterance, they grew, 
an sw c ed, and undermined He used to he on his hard 
couc 1 , and read a tale or a poem, tfil the book dropped 
orn us land , but he dreamed on, he knew not whether 
a vC or asleep, until the opposite roof grew upon his 
sense and turned golden in the sunnse Tlien he arose 
an the impulses of vigorous youth kept him ever 
'll study or in sport, until again the close of 

a^ e urn free, and the world of night, which had 
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lain drowned in the cataract of the day, rose up in his 
soul, with all its stars, and dim-seen phantom shapes 
But this could hardly last long Some one form must 
sooner or later step withm the charmed circle, enter the 
house of hfe, and compel the bewildered magician to 
kneel and worship 

One afternoon, towards dusk, he was wandenng 
dreamily m one of the pnncipal streets, when a fellow 
student roused him by a slap on the shoulder, and asked 
kmi to accompany him into a httle back alley to look at 
some old armour which he had taken a fancy to possess 
Cosmo was considered an authonty in every matter per- 
taimng to arms, ancient or modem. In the use of 
Weapons, none of the students could come near him, 
nnd his practical acquaintance with some had pnncipally 
contnbuted to estabhsh his authonty in reference to all 
He accompamed him willingly. They entered a narrow 
and thence a dirty httle court, where a low arched 
^oor admitted them into a heterogeneous assemblage of 
everything musty, and dusty, and old, that could well 
be imagined His verdict on the armour was satisfactory, 
3-nd his companion at once concluded the purchase As 
they were leaving the place, Cosmo’s eye was attracted 
by an old mirror of an eUiptical shape, which leaned 
against the wall, covered with dust Around it was some 
^^ous carving, which he could see but very indistinctly 
by the glimmenng light which the owner of the shop 
in his hand It was this carving that attracted his 
attention, at least so it appeared to him. He left the 
place, however, Avith his friend, taking no further notice 
of it. They walked together to the main street, where 
fbey parted and took opposite directions 

Ho sooner was Cosmo left alone, than the thought of 
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the curious old mirror returned to him A strong desire 
to see It more plainly arose within him, and he directed 
his steps once more towards the shop The owner opened 
^e door when he knocked, as if he had expected him. 
He was a little, old, withered man, with a hooked nose, 
and burmng eyes constantly m a slow restless motion, 
and looking here and there as if after something that 
eluded them Pretending to examine several other 
articles, Cosmo at last approached the mirror, and 
requested to have it taken down 


■ T^e It down youiself, master, I cannot reach it," 
said the old man 

Cosmo took it down carefully, when he saw that the 
caving was indeed dehcate and costly, being both of 
a ra e design and execution ; contaimng withal many 
wees which seemed to embody some meamng to which 
a no ue This, naturally, m one of his tastes and 
temperament, increased the interest he felt m the old 
X much, indeed, that he now longed to possess 

howpv He pretended, 

he feared 

he bmsTi service, as it was rather old, 

nectinp- ^ little of the dust from its face, ex- 

great wTip ^ reflection within His surpnse was 
glass not n reflection bnUiant, reveahng a 

anTnSert rV^?^"^ wondrously clear 

even correspond to this part) 

The old man r Jphed bv menT''^'' 

beyond thp rp.F u mentiomng a sum of money far 

Scette m? V 3’°'’^ Cosmo, who proceeded to 
You thinh the price too high ^ " said the old man 



1 1 1 


A Faerie Romance 

" I do not know that it is too much for you to 
ask/' rephed Cosmo, “ but it is far too much for me 
to give " 

The old man held up his hght towards Cosmo’s face. 

I like your look,” said he 

Cosmo could not return the compliment In fact, 
now he looked closely at him for the first tune, he felt a 
kind of repugnance to him, mingled with a strange feel- 
ing of doubt whether a man or a woman stood before him. 
What IS your name? ” he continued 
Cosmo von Wehrstahl ” 

Ah, ah 1 I thought as much I see your father in you 
I knew your father very well, young sir. I dare say m 
some odd comers of my house, you might find some old 
things with his crest and apher upon them stiU Well, 

I like you you shall have the mirror at the fourth part 
of what I asked for it, but upon one condition ” 

What IS that ^ ” said Cosmo , for, although the pnce 
was still a great deal for him to give, he could just 
manage it, and the desire to possess the mirror had 
increased to an altogether unaccountable degree, since 
It had seemed beyond his reach 

That if you should ever want to get nd of it again, 
you \wll let me have the first offer ” 

Certainly,” rephed Cosmo, with a smile, adding, 

a moderate condition indeed ” 

On your honour? ” insisted the seller 
On my honour,” said the buyer, and the bargain 
was concluded 

I wiU carry it home for you,” said the old man, as 
Cosmo took it in his hands 

No, no, I will carry it myself,” said he, for he had 
a pecuhar dislike to revealing his residence to an}’’ one. 
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and more especially to this person, to whom he felt every 
moment a greater antipathy 

" Just as you please,'^ said the old creature, and 
muttered to himself as he held his light at the door to 
show him out of the court “ Sold for the sixth timel 
I wonder what will be the upshot of it this time I should 
think my lady had enough of it by now ! ” 

Cosmo earned his pnze carefully home But all the 
way he had an uncomfortable feehng that he was watched 
and dogged Repeatedly he looked about, but saw 
nothing to justify his suspicions Indeed, the streets 


were too crowded and too ill hghted to 'expose very 
readily a careful spy, if such there should be at his heels 
He reached his lodging in safety, and leaned his pur- 
chase against the wall, rather reheved, strong as he was, 
to be nd of its weight, then, hghtmg his pipe, threw 
himself on the couch, and was soon lapt in the folds of 
one of his haunting dreams 


He returned home earher than usual the next day, and 
fixed the mirror to the wall, over the hearth, at one end of 
his long room He then carefully wiped away the dust 
from its face, and, clear as the water of a sunny spnng, 
the mirror shone out from beneath the envious covering 
But his interest was chiefly occupied with the curious 
carving of the frame This he cleaned as well as he could 


with a brush, and then he proceeded to a minute ex- 
amination of its various parts, in the hope of discovenng 
some index to the intention of the carver In this, how- 
ever, he was unsuccessful, and, at length, pausing ■with 
some weariness and disappointment, he gazed vacantly 
for a few moments into the depth of the reflected room 
But ere long he said, half aloud " What a strange thing 
a mirror is ! and what a wondrous afi&mty exists between 
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it and a man’s imagination* For this room of mine, as I 
beheld it in the glass, is the same, and yet not the same 
It is not the mere representation of the room I hve m, 
but it looks just as if I were reading about it m a story I 
like AH its commonness has disappeared The mirror 
hashfted it out of the region of fact into the realm of art, 
and the very representing of it to me has clothed with 
interest that which was otherwise hard and bare, ]ust 
as one sees with dehght upon the stage the representa- 
tion of a character from which one would escape in life as 
from something unendurably wearisome But is it not 
rather that art rescues nature from the weary and sated 
regards of our senses, and the degrading injustice of our 
anxious everyday life, and, appealing to the imagination, 
which dwells apart, reveals Nature in some degree as 
she really is, and as she represents herself to the eye of 
the child, whose everyday hfe, fearless and unambitious, 
meets the true import of the wonder-teeming world 
around him, and rejoices therein without questiomng^ 
That skeleton, now — almost fear it, standing there so 
still, with eyes only for the unseen, like a watch-tower 
looking across all the waste of this busy world into the 
quiet regions of rest beyond And yet I know every bone 
and every joint in it as well as my own fist And that old 
battle-axe looks as if any moment it might be caught up 
by a mailed hand, and, borne forth by the rmghty arm, 
go crashing through casque, and skull, and brain, in- 
vading the Unknown with yet another bewildered ghost^ 
Ishould hke to hve in that room if I could only getmto it ” 
Scarcely had the half-moulded words floated from 
bim, as he stood gazing into the mirror, when, staking 
him as with a flash of amazement that fixed him in his 
^posture, noiseless and unannoimced, ghded suddenly 
B Z32 



^^14 Phan tastes 

through the door into the reflected room, with stately 
motion, yet reluctant and faltering step, the graceful 
form of a woman, clothed all in wlute. Her back only was 
visible as she walked slowly up to the couch in the 
further end of the room, on which she laid herself wearily, 
turmng towards him a face of unutterable loveliness, in 
which suffering, and dislike, and a sense of compulsion, 
strangely mingled with the beauty He stood \vithout the 
power of motion for some moments, with his eyes irre- 
coverably fixed upon her, and even after he was con- 
scious of the ability to move, he could not summon up 
courage to turn and look on her, face to face, in the 
ventable chamber in which he stood At length, with a 
sudden effort, in which the exercise of the will was so 
pure, that it seemed involuntary, he turned his face to 
the couch It was vacant In bewilderment, mingled 
with terror, he turned again to the mirror . there, on the 
reflected couch, lay the exqmsite lady-form She lay 
with closed eyes, whence two large tears were ]ust welhng 
from beneath the veihng lids , still as death, save for the 
convulsive motion of her bosom 

Cosmo himself could not have described what he felt 
s emotions were of a kind that destroyed consciousness, 
and could never be clearly recaUed He could not help 

+rr^i mirror, and keeping his eyes fixed on 

e a y, though he was painfully aware of his rudeness, 
an e^ed every moment that she would open hers, and 
xed regard But he was, ere long, a httle 
r eve , or, after a while, her eyehds slowly rose, and 
er ey^ remained uncovered, but unemployed for a tune ; 
an w en, at length, they began to wander about the 
room, as if languidly seeking to make some acquaintance 
with her environment, they were never directed towards 
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him : it seemed nothing but what was in the mirror could 
affect her vision, and, therefore, if she saw him at all, 
it could only be his back, which, of necessity, was turned 
towards her in the glass The two figures in the mirror 
could not meet face to face, except he turned and looked 
at her, present in his room , and, as she was not there, he 
concluded that if he were to turn towards the part in his 
room corresponding to that in which she lay, his reflec- 
tion would either be invisible to her altogether, or at 
least it must appear to her to gaze vacantly towards her, 
and no meeting of the eyes would produce the impression 
of spiritual proximity. By-and-by her eyes fell upon the 
skeleton, and he saw her shudder and close them She did 
not open them again, but signs of repugnance contmued 
evident on her countenance Cosmo would have removed 
the obnoxious thing at once, but he feared to discompose 
her yet more by the assertion of his presence which the 
act would mvolve So he stood and watched her The 
eyelids yet shrouded the eyes, as a costly case the jewel 
withm, the troubled expression gradually faded from 
the countenance, leaving only a faint sorrow behind, 
the features settled into an unchanging expression of 
rest , and by these signs, and the slow regular motion of 
her breathing, Cosmo knew that she slept He could now 
gaze on her without embarrassment He saw that her 
figure, dressed m.the simplest robe of white, was worthy 
of her face , and so harmonious, that either the dehcately 
moulded foot, or any finger of the equally dehcate hand, 
was an mdex to the whole As she lay, her whole form 
manifested the relaxation of perfect repose He gazed 
till he was weary, and at last seated himself near the 
new-found shnne, and mechamcally took up a book, hke 
one who watches by a sick-bed But his eyes gathered no 
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thoughts from the page before him. His intellect had 
been stunned by the bold contradiction, to its face, of 
all its expenence, and now lay passive, without assertion, 
or speculation, or even conscious astonishment, while 
his imagination sent one wild dream of blessedness after 
another coursing through his soul. How long he sat he 
knew not, but at length he roused himself, rose, and, 
trembling in every portion of his frame, looked again into 
the mirror She was gone The mirror reflected faithfully 
what his room presented, and nothing more It stood 
there like a golden setting whence the central jewel has 
been stolen away — ^hke a night-sky without the glory of 
its stars She had earned with her all the strangeness 
of the reflected room It had sunk to the level of the one 
without But when the first pangs of his disappointment 
had passed, Cosmo began to comfort himself with the 
hope that she might return, perhaps the next evemng, at 
the same hour Resolving that if she did, she should not 
at least be scared by the hateful skeleton, he removed 
that and several other articles of questionable appearance 
into a recess by the side of the hearth, whence they could 
not possibly cast any reflection into the mirror, and 
having made his poor room as tidy as he could, sought 
the solace of the open sky and of a mght wind that had 
begun to blow, for he could not rest where he was When 
e returaed, somewhat composed, he could hardly pre- 
vafl vnth himself to he down on his bed, for he could not 
help feehng as if she had lam upon it , and for hun to he 

ere wo d now be something hke sacrilege However, 
wearness prevailed, and laying himself on the couch, 
dressed as he was, he slept till day. 

With a beating heart, beating tfll he could hardly 
breathe, he stood in dumb hope before the mirror, on 
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the following evening Again the reflected room shone 
as through a purple vapour in the gathenng twihght 
Everything seemed waiting hke himself for a coming 
splendour to glorify its poor earthhness with the presence 
of a heavenly joy And just as the room vibrated with 
the strokes of the neighbouring church beUs, announcing 
the hour of six, in ghded the pale beauty, and again laid 
herself on the couch Poor Cosmo nearly lost his senses 
with dehght She was there once more 1 Her eyes sought 
the comer where the skeleton had stood, and a faint 
gleam of satisfaction crossed her face, apparently at 
seeing it empty She looked suffenng stfll, but there was 
less of discomfort expressed in her countenance than 
there had been the mght before She took more notice 
of the things about her, and seemed to gaze with some 
curiosity on the strange apparatus standing here and 
there in her room At length, however, drowsiness 
seemed to overtake her, and again she fell asleep 
Resolved not to lose sight of her this time, Cosmo watched 
the sleeping form Her slumber was so deep and absorb- 
ing that a fascinating repose seemed to pass contagiously 
from her to him as he gazed upon her , and he started as 
if from a dream, when the lady moved, and, wthout 
opening her eyes, rose, and passed from the room wth 
the gait of a somnambulist 

Cosmo was now in a state of extravagant delight 
Most men have a secret treasure somevhere The imser 
has his golden hoard, the virtuoso his pet ring, tlie 
student his rare book, the poet his favounte haunt , the 
lover bis secret dra\\er, but Cosmo had a mirror mth a 
lovely lady in it And now that he knew b> the skeleton, 
that she was affected by the things around her, he had a 
new object m life, he would turn tlie bare chamber m the 
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mirror into a room such as no lady need disdain to call 
her own This he could effect only by furnishing and 
adorning his And Cosmo was poor Yet he possessed 
accomphshments that could be turned to account; 
although, hitherto, he had preferred hving on his slender 
allowance, to increasing his means by what his pride 
considered unworthy of his rank He was the best 
swordsman in the University, and now he offered to 
give lessons m fencing and similar exercises, to such as 
chose to pay him weU for the trouble His proposal was 
heard with surprise by the students , but it was eagerly 
accepted by many, and soon his instructions were not 
confined to the richer students, but were anxiously 
sought by many of the young nobihty of Prague and its 
neighbourhood So that very soon he had a good deal of 
money at his command The first thing he did was to 
remove his apparatus and oddities into a closet m the 
room. Then he placed his bed and a few other necessaries 
on each side of the hearth, and parted them from the ‘ 
rest of the room by two screens of Indian fabric Then 
he put an elegant couch for the lady to he upon, in the 
corner where his bed had formerly stood , and, by degrees, 
every day adding some article of luxury, converted it, 
at length, into a nch boudoir. 

Every night, about the same time, the lady entered 
The first time she saw the new couch, she started with 
a half-srmle , then her face grew very sad, the tears came 
to her eyes, and she laid herself upon the couch, and 
pressed her face into the silken cushions, as if to hide from 
everything She took notice of each addition and each 
change as the work proceeded, and a look of acknow- 
edgment, as if she knew that some one was rmmstenng to 
her, and was grateful for it, mingled with the constant 
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look of suSenng. At length, after she had lain down as 
usual one evening, her eyes fell upon some paintings 
with which Cosmo had just fimshed adorning the walls 
She rose, and to his great dehght, walked across the 
room, and proceeded to examine them carefully, testi- 
fying much pleasure in her looks as she did so But again 
the sorrowful, tearful expression returned, and again she 
buried her face in the pillows of her couch Gradually, 
however, her countenance had grown more composed; 
much of the sufiPenng mamfest on her first appearance 
had vamshed, and a kind of quiet, hopeful expression 
had taken its place, which, however, frequently gave 
Way to an anxious, troubled look, mingled with something 
of sympathetic pity 

Meantime, how fared Cosmo ^ As might be expected 
m one of his temperament, his interest had blossomed 
mto love, and his love — shall I call it ripened,, or — 
into passion But, alas! he loved a shadow He 
could not come near her, could not speak to her, could 
not hear a sound from those sweet lips, to which his 
longing eyes would chng like bees to their honey-founts 
Ever and anon he sang to himself. 

" I shall die for love of the maiden, ” 

and ever he looked again, and died not, though his heart 
seemed ready to break with intensity of hfe and longing. 
And the more he did for her, the more he loved her, and 
he hoped that, although she never appeared to see him, 
yet she was pleased to think that one unknown would 
give his hfe to her He tned to comfort himself over his 
separation from her, by thinking that perhaps some day 
she would see him and make signs to him, and that would 
satisfy him; “ for," thought he. *' is not this all that a 
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loving soul can do to enter into communion with another? 
Nay, how many who love never come nearer than to 
behold each other as in a mirror; seem to know and yet 
never know the inward life, never enter the other soul, 
and part at last, with but the vaguest notion of the 
universe on the borders of which they have been hover 
mg for years? If I could but speak to her, and knew that 
she heard me, I should be satisfied ” Once he contem 
plated painting a picture on the wall, which should, o 
necessity, convey to the lady a thought of himself , but, 
though he had some skiU with the pencil, he found his 
hand tremble so much when he began the attempt, that 
he was forced to give it up. 


“ Who lives, he dies, who dies, he is alive ” 

One evemng, as he stood gazing on his treasure, he 
thought he saw a faint expression of self-consciousness 
on her countenance, as if she surmised that passionate 
eyes were fixed upon her This grew , till at last the red 
blood rose over her neck, and cheek, and brow Cosmo s 
longing to approach her became almost delirious This 
mght she was dressed in an evening costume, resplendent 
with diamonds This could add nothing to her beauty, 
but it presented it in a new aspect , enabled her loveli- 
ness to make a new mamfestation of itself in a new 
embodiment For essential beauty is infinite, and, as 
the soul of Nature needs an endless succession of varied 
forms to embody her loveliness, countless faces of beauty 
spnngmg forth, not any two the same, at any one of her 
heart-throbs, so the individual form needs an infimte 
change of its environments, to enable it to uncover all 
the phases of its loveliness Diamonds glittered from 
amidst her heur, half hidden in its luxunance, hke stars 
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through dark rain-clouds, and the bracelets on her 
white arms flashed all the colours of a rambow of 
lightmngs, as she hfted her snowy hands to cover her 
burmng face. But her beauty shone down all its adom- 
Dient If I might have but one of her feet to kiss,” 
thought Cosmo, “I should be content ” Alas < he 
eceived himself, for passion is never content Nor did 
he know that there are ways out of her enchanted 
house But, suddenly, as if the pang had been dnven 
into his heart from without, revealing itself first in pain, 
^d afterwards in defimte form, the thought darted into 
s mind, ” She has a lover somewhere. Remembered 
Words of his bnng the colour on her face now. I am 
nowhere to her She hves in another world all day, and 
night, after she leaves me Why does she come and 
jnake me love her, till I, a strong man, am t;oo faint to 
ook upon her more? ” He looked again, and her face 
Was pale as a lily A sorrowful compassion seemed to 
rebuke the ghtter of the restless jewels, and the slow 
rose in her eyes She left her room sooner this 
svemng than was her wont Cosmo remained alone, with 
n feeling as if his bosom had been suddenly left empty 
nnd hollow, and the weight of the whole world was crash- 
ing in its walls The next evemng, for the first time since 
® e began to come, she came not 

now Cosmo was in wretched phght Since the 
ought of a nval had occurred to him, he could not rest 
or a moment More than ever he longed to see the lady 
ace to face He persuaded himself that if he but knew 
0 worst he would be satisfied, for then he could 
^ andon Prague, and find that rehef in constant motion, 
nich IS the hope of all active minds when invaded by 
^stress Meantime he waited with unspeakable anxiety 
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for the next night, hoping she would return ; but she did 
not appear And now he fell really lU. Rallied by his 
fellow students on his wretched looks, he ceased to attend 
the lectures His engagements were neglected He cared 
for nothing The sky, with the great sun m it, was to 
him a heartless, burmng desert. The men and women in 
the streets were mere puppets, without motives m them- 
selves, or interest to him He saw them all as on the ever- 
changing field of a camera ohscura. She — she alone and 
altogether — ^was his umverse, his well of hfe, his incarnate 
good For SIX evemngs she came not Let his absorbing 
passion, and the slow fever that was consuming his brain, 
be his excuse for the resolution which he had taken and 
begun to execute, before that time had expired 

Reasomng with himself, that it must be by some 
enchantment connected with the mirror, that the form 
of the lady was to be seen in it, he determined to attempt 
to turn to account what he had hitherto studied prin- 
cipally from curiosity “ For,” said he to himself, " if a 
spell can force her presence in that glass (and she came 
unwilhngly at first), may not a stronger spell, such as I 
know, especially with the aid of her half-presence in the 
mirror, if ever she appears again, compel her hving form 
to come to me here? If I do her wrong, let love be my 
excuse I want only to know my doom from her own hps ” 
He never doubted, all the time, that she was a real 
earthly woman , or, rather, that there was a woman, who, 
somehow or other, threw this reflection of her form into 
the magic mirror 

He opened his secret drawer, took out his books of 
magic, hghted his lamp, and read and made notes from 
midmght till three in the mormng, for three successive 
nights Then he replaced his books , and the next night 
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went out in quest of the materials necessary for the con 
juration These were not easy to find , for, in love-charms 
and all incantations of this nature, ingredients are em 
ployed scarcely fit to be mentioned, and for the thoug t 
even of which, in connexion with her, he could 0 y 
excuse himself on the score of his bitter need At lengt 
he succeeded in procuring all he reqmred, and on t e 
seventh evening from that on which she hadlast appeare , 
he found himself prepared for the exercise of unla 
and tyranmcal power. 

He cleared the centre of the room ; stooped and drew a 
Clide of red on the floor, around the spot where he stood; 
wrote in the four quarters mystical signs, and numbem 
which were all powers of seven or nine; examined t e 
whole ring carefully, to see that no smallest break a 
occurred m the circumference, and then rose from s 
bending posture. As he rose, the church dock struc 
seven, and, ]ust as she had appeared the first time, 
reluctant, slow, and stately, ghded in the lady osmo 
trembled, and when, turmng, she revealed a counten- 
ance worn and wan, as with sickness or inward trou e, 
he grew faint, and felt as if he dared not procee u 
as he gazed on the face and form, which now possesse 
whole soul, to the exclusion of all other joys an gne s, 
the longing to speak to her, to know that she hear m, 
to hear from her one word m return, became so imen 
durable, that he suddenly and hastily resumed his pre- 
parations. Stepping carefully from the circle, he pu a 
small brazier into its centre He then set fire to i ^ 
tents of charcoal, and while it burned up, opene 
ivmdow and seated himself, waiting, beside 

It was a sultry everung The air was full of t ^ 

A sense of luxunous depression filled the brain The sky 



Phantastes 


1 24 

seemed to have grown heavy, and to compress the air 
beneath it A kind of purphsh tinge pervaded the 
atmosphere, and through the open \vindow came the 
scents of the distant fields, which all the vapours of 
the city could not quench Soon the charcoal glowed 
Cosmo spnnkled upon it the incense and other sub- 
stances which he had compounded, and, stepping within 
the circle, turned his face from the brazier and towards 
the mirror Then, fixing his eyes upon the face of the 
lady, he began with a trembling voice to repeat a power- 
ful incantation He had not gone far, before the lady 
grew pale, and then, hke a returning wave, the blood 
washed all its banks with its crimson tide, and she hid 
her face in her hands Then he passed to a conjuration 
stronger yet The lady rose and walked uneasily to and 
fro in her room Another spell , and she seemed seeking 
with her eyes for some object on which they wished to 
rest. At length it seemed as if she suddenly espied him, 
for her eyes fixed themselves full and wide upon his, and 
she drew gradually, and somewhat unwilhngly, close to 
her side of the mirror, just as if his eyes had fascinated 
her Cosmo had never seen her so near before Now at 
least, eyes met eyes, but he could not quite understand 
the expression of hers They were full of tender entreaty, 
but there was something more that he could not interpret 
Though his heart seemed to labour in his throat, he would 
allow no dehght or agitation to turn him from his task 
Looking still m her face, he passed on to the mightiest 
charm he knew Suddenly the lady turned and walked 
out of the door pi her reflected chamber A moment after 
she entered his room with veritable presence, and, for- 
getting all his precautions, he sprang from the charmed 
circle, and knelt before her There she stood, the hving 
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lady of his passionate visions, alone beside him, in a 
thundery hvilight, and the glow of a magic fire 

Why,” said the lady, ^vlth a trembhng voice, ” didst 
thou bnng a poormaiden through the rainy streets alone ? ” 
Because I am djung'^for love of thee, but I only 
brought thee from the mirror there ” 

Ah, the mirror! ” and she looked up at it, and 
shuddered " Alas 1 I am but a slave, while that mirror 
exists But do not think it was the power of thy spells 
that drew me , it was thy longing desire to see me, that 
door of my heart, till I was forced to 5 neld ” 
Canst thou love me then^ ” said Cosmo, in a voice 
as death, but almost inarticulate with emotion 
I do not know,” she rephed sadly, “ that I cannot 
^ell, so long as I am bewildered with enchantments It 
^ere indeed a joy too great, to lay my head on thy 
bosom and weep to death, for I think thou lovest me, 

though I do not know , — ^but ” 

p3smo rose from his knees 
I love thee as — ^nay, I know not what — ^for since I 
have loved thee, there is nothing else ” 

He seized her hand she withdrew it 
Ho, better not, I am in thy power, and therefore I 
^ay not 

She burst into tears, and kneehng before him in her 
tarn, said — 

Cosmo, if thou lovest me, set me free, even from 
thyself^ break the mirror-” 

And shall I see thyself instead? ” 

“ That I cannot teH, I wiU not deceive thee; we ma^ 
aever meet again ” 

A fierce struggle arose m Cosmo’s bosom. Now she was 
*0 his power She did not dishke him at least; and he 
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could see her when he would. To break the mirror would 
be to destroy his very life, to banish out of his universe 
the only glory it possessed. The whole world would be 
but a pnson, if he anmhilated the one window that looked 
into the paradise of love, l^ot yet pure in love, he 
hesitated 

With a wail of sorrow the lady rose to her feet. “ Ah! 
he loves me not, he loves me not even as I love him; 
and alas! I care more for his love than even for the 
freedom I ask ” 

I will not wait to be wilhng," cned Cosmo; and 
sprang to the comer where the great sword stood 

Meantime it had grown very dark, only the embers 
cast a red glow through the room He seized the sword 
by the steel scabbard, and stood before the mirror, but 
as he heaved a great blow at it with the heavy pommel, 
the blade slipped half-way out of the scabbard, and the 
pommel stmck the wall above the mirror At that 
moment, a temble dap of thunder seemed to burst in the 
very room beside them , and ere Cosmo could repeat the 
blow, he feU senseless on the hearth When he came to 
himself, he found that the lady and the mirror had both 
disappeared He was seized with a brain fever, which 
kept him to his couch for weeks 

^en he recovered his reason, he began to think what 
could have become of the mirror For the lady, he hoped 
she had found her way back as she came, but as the 
mirror involved her fate with its own, he was more im- 
mediately anxious about that He could not think she 

ad earned it away It was much too heavy, even if it 
had not been too firmly fixed in the wall, for her to 
remove it Then again, he remembered the thunder, 
which made him beheve that it was not the hghtnmg 
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but some other blow that had struck him down He con- 
cluded that, either by supernatural agency, he having 
exposed himself to the vengeance of the demons m 
leaving the circle of safety, or in some other mode, the 
mirror had probably found its way back to its former 
owner; and, homble to think of, might have been by 
this time once more disposed of, deh vexing up the lady 
into the power of another man; who, if he used his 
power no worse than he himself had done, might yet 
give Cosmo abundant cause to curse the selfish inde- 
cision which prevented him from shattering the mirror at 
once Indeed, to think that she whom he loved, and who 
had prayed to him for freedom, should be still at the 
mercy, m some degree, of the possessor of the mirror, 
2-nd was at least exposed to his constant observation, was 
m itself enough to madden a chary lover. 

Anxiety to be well retarded his recovery, but at 
icngth he was able to creep abroad He first made his way 
fc the old broker’s, pretending to be in search of some- 
thing else A laughing sneer on the creature s face con- 
vinced him that he knew all about it; but he could not 
it amongst his furmture, or get any information out 
cf hun as to what had become of it. He expressed the 
utmost surpnse at hearing it had been stolen, a surprise 
'vhich Cosmo saw at once to be counterfeited, while, 
^t the same time, he fancied that the old wretch was not 
^ anxious to have it mistaken for genuine Full of 
distress, which he concealed as well as he could, he made 
many searches, but with no avail. Of course he could ask 
lio questions, but he kept his ears awake for any 
mmotcst hint that might set Iiim in a direction of search 
never went out without a short heavy hammer of 
steel about him. that he might shatter the mirror the 
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moment he was made happy by the sight of his lost 
treasure, if ever that blessed moment should arrive 
Whether he should see the lady again, was now a 
thought altogether secondary, and postponed to the 
achievement of her freedom. He wandered here and 
there, hke an anxious ghost, pale and haggard , gnawed 
ever at the heart, by the thought of what she might be 
suffenng— all from his fault 
One mght, he mingled with a crowd that filled the 
rooms of one of the most distinguished mansions m the 
aty, for he accepted every invitation, that he might 
lose no chance, however poor, of obtaining some infor- 
mation that might expedite his discovery Here he 
wandered about, hstemng to every stray word that 
he could catch, in the hope of a revelation As he 
approached some ladies who were talking quietly in a 
comer, one said to another. “ Have you heard of the 
strange illness of the Princess von Hohenweiss^ " 

Yes; she has been ill for more than a year now 
It is very sad for so fine a creature to have such a terrible 
malady She was better for some weeks lately, but 
within th6 last few days the same attacks have returned, 
apparently accompamed with more suffenng than ever 
It IS altogether an mexphcable story ” 

Is there a story connected with her illness? ” 

I have only heard imperfect reports of it, but it is 
said that she gave offence some eighteen months ago to 
an old woman who had held an office of trust in the 
family, and who, after some incoherent threats, dis- 
appeared This peculiar affection foUowed soon after. 

ut the strangest part of the story is its association 
with the loss of an antique mirror, which stood m her 
dressmg-room, and of which she constantly made use 
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Here the speaker’s voice sank to a whisper; and 
Cosmo, although his very soul sat listening in his ears, 
could hear no more. He trembled too much to dare to 
address the ladies, even if it had been advisable to 
expose himself to their curiosity. The name of the 
Princess was well known to him, but he had never seen 
her, except indeed it was she, which now he hardly 
doubted, who had knelt before him on that dreadful 
night Fearful of attractmg attention, for, from the 
weak state of his health, he could not recover an appear- 
ance of calmness, he made his way to the open air, and 
reached his lodgings , glad in this, that he at least knew 
where she hved, although he never dreamed of approach- 
ing her openly, even if he should be happy enough to 
free her from her hateful bondage He hoped, too, that 
as he had unexpectedly learned so much, the other and 
far more important part might be revealed to him ere 
long 

• • • • • • 

" Have you seen Stemwald lately ? ” 

“ No, I have not seen him for some time. He is 
almost a match for me at the rapier, and I suppose he 
thinks he needs no more lessons " 

“ I wonder what has become of him I want to see 
him very much Let me see; the last time I saw him 
he was coming out of that old broker’s den, to which, if 
you remember, you accompanied me once, to look at 
some armour. That is fully three weeks ago ” 

This hint was enough for Cosmo Von Stemwald was 
a man of influence m the court, well known for his reck- 
less habits and fierce passions The very possibility that 
the mirror should be m his possession was hell itself to 
Cosmo. But violent or hasty measures of any sort were 
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most unlikely to succeed All that he wanted was an 
opportumty of breaking the fatal glass , and to obtain 
this he must bide his time He revolved many plans in 
his mind, but without being able to fix upon any 

At length, one evemng, as he was passing the house of 
Von Steinwald, he saw the windows more than usually 
bnlliant He watched for a while, and seeing that com- 
pany began to arrive, hastened home, and dressed as 
richly as he could, m the hope of mmghng with the 
guests unquestioned m effecting which, there could be 
no difficulty for a man of his carnage. 

• • • • • • • 

In a lofty, silent chamber, m another part of the city, 
lay a form more hke marble than a living woman The 
lovehness of death seemed frozen upon her face, for her 
hps were ngid, and her eye-hds closed Her long white 
hands were crossed over her breast, and no breathing 
disturbed their repose Beside the dead, men speak in 
whispers, as if the deepest rest of all could be broken by 
the sound of a hving voice Just so, though the soul was 
evidently beyond the reach of all intimations from the 
senses, the two ladies, who sat beside her, spoke in the 
gentlest tones of subdued sorrow. 

“ She has lain so for an hour.” 

” This cannot last long, I fear ” 

How much thinner she has grown within the last 
few weeks 1 If she would only speak, and explain what 
she suffers, it would be better for her I think she has 
visions in her trances, but nothing can induce her to 
refer to them when she is awake " 

Does she ever speak in these trances? ” 

” I have never heard her, but they say she walks 
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sometimes, and once put the whole household in a 
temble fright by disappearing for a whole hour, and 
returning drenched with rain, and almost dead with 
exhaustion and fright But even then she would give 
no account of what had happened.” 

A scarce audible murmur from the yet motionless lips 
of the lady here startled her attendants After several 
ineffectual attempts at articulation, the word “ Cosmo f ” 
burst from her. Then she lay still as before; but only 
for a moment With a wild cry, she sprang from the 
couch erect on the floor, flung her arms above her head, 
with clasped and straimng hands, and, her wide eyes 
flashing with hght, called aloud, with a voice exultant 
as that of a spmt bursting from a sepulchre, ” I am freel 
I am free! I thank thee! ” Then she flung herself on 
the couch, and sobbed , then rose, and paced wildly up 
and down the room, with gestures of mingled delight 
and anxiety Then turning to her motionless attend- 
ants — "Quick, Lisa, my cloak and hood!” Then 
lower — " I must go to him Make haste, Lisa! You 
may come with me, if you will ” 1 

In another moment they were m the street, hurrying 
along towards one of the bridges over the Moldau The 
moon was near the zemth, and the streets were almost 
empty The Princess soon outstripped her attendant, 
and was half-way over the bndge, before the other 
reached it ^ - 

" Are you free, lady? The mirror is broken are you 
free? ” 

The words were spoken close beside her, as she 
hurried on- She turned , and there, leaning on the 
parapet m a recess of the bridge, stood Cosmo, ih a 
splendid dress, but vith a white and quivenng face 
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“ Cosmo > — I am free — ^and thy servant for ever. I 
was coming to you now.^' 

And I to you, for Death made me bold ; but I could 
get no further. Have I atoned at all? Do I love you a 
little — ^truly? ” 

Ah, I know now that you love me, my Cosmo ; but 
what do you say about death? ” 

He did not reply. His hand was pressed against his 
side. She looked more closely the blood was welhng 
from between the fingers. She flung her arms around 
him with a faint bitter wail. 

When Lisa came up, she found her mistress kneehng 

above a wan dead face, which smiled on m the spectral 
moonbeams 

And now I will say no more about these wondrous 
vo limes, though I could tell many a tale out of them, 
^ perhaps, vaguely represent some entrancing 

oug ts of a deeper kind which I found withm them. 
From many a sultry noon till twihght, did I sit in that 
^aud hall, buned and risen again in these old books 
And I trust I have carried away in my soul some of the 
e ations of their undjrmg leaves In after hours of 
d^erved or needful sorrow, portions of what I read 
ere ^ve often come to me again, with an unexpected 
comfo^ng, which was not frmtless. even though the 
CO o might seem in itself groundless and vam 
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CHAPTER XIV 

" Your gallery 

Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities . but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 

The statue of her mother " 

Winter’s Tale 

It seemed to me strange, that aU this time I had heard 
no music m the fairy palace I was convinced there 
niust be music m it, but that my sense was as yet too 
gross to receive the influence of those mystenous motions 
that beget sound Sometimes I felt sure, from the way 
the few figures of which I got such transitory glimpses 
passed me, or ghded into vacancy before me, that they 
were moving to the law of music, and, in fact, several 
tones I fancied for a moment that I heard a few wondrous 
tones coming I knew not whence But they did not last 
long enough to convmce me that I had heard them with 
the bodily sense Such as they were, however, they took 
strange hberties with me, causing me to burst suddenly 
into tears, of which there was no presence to make me 
ashamed, or casting me mto a kind of trance of speech- 
less dehght, which, passing as suddenly, left me faint 
and longing for more 

Now, on an evening, before I had been a week in the 
palace, I was wandering through one hghted arcade and 
corridor after another At length I arrived, through a 
door that closed behind me, m another vast hall of the 
palace. It was filled with a subdued crimson hght , by 
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which I saw that slender pillars of black, built close to 
walls of white marble, rose to a great height, and then, 
dividing into innumerable divergent arches, supported 
a roof, hke the walls, of white marble, upon which the 
arches intersected intncately, forming a fretting of 
black upon the white, hke the network of a skeleton-leaf 
The floor was black Between several pairs of the pillars 
upon every side, the place of the wall behind was occu- 
pied by a crimson curtain of thick silk, hanging m heavy 
and nch folds Behind each of these curtains burned a 
powerful hght, and these were the sources of the glow 
that filled the hall A pecuhar dehcious odour pervaded 
the place As soon as I entered, the old inspiration 
seemed to return to me, for I felt a strong impulse to 
sing, or rather, it seemed as if some one else was sing- 
ing a song m my soul, which wanted to come forth at 
my hps, unbodied in my breath But I kept silence, 
and feeling somewhat overcome by the red hght and 
the perfume, as well as by the emotion within me, and 
seeing at one end of the hall a great crimson chair, more 
hke a throne than a chair, beside a table of white marble, 
I went to it, and, throwing myself in it, gave myself up 
to a succession of images of bewildenng beauty, which 
passed before my inward eye, in a long and occasionally 
crowded train Here I sat for hours, I suppose, tiU, 
returmng somewhat to myself, I saw that the red hght 
had paled away, and felt a cool gentle breath ghding 
over my forehead I rose and left the hall with unsteady 
steps, findmg my way with some difficulty to my own 
chamber, and faintly remembering, as I went, that only 
in the marble cave, before I found the sleeping statue, 
had I ever had a similar expenence 
After this, I repaired every mormng to the same hall , 
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where I sometimes sat in the chair and dreamed 
dehciously, and sometimes walked up and down over 
the black floor Sometimes I acted within myself a 
whole drama, dunng one of these perambulations, 
sometimes walked dehberately through the whole epic 
of a tale; sometimes ventured to sing a song, though 
with a shrinking fear of I knew not what. I was 
astomshed at the beauty of my own voice as it rang 
through the place, or rather crept undulating, like a 
serpent of sound, along the walls and roof of this superb 
music-hall Entranang verses arose within me as of 
their own accord, chanting themselves to their own 
melodies, and reqmnng no addition of music to satisfy 
the inward sense But, ever m the pauses of these, when 
the singing mood was upon me, I seemed to hear some- 
thing hke the distant sound of multitudes of dancers, 
and felt as if it was the unheard music, moving their 
rh5d;lumc motion, that within me blossomed m verse 
and song I felt, too, that could I but see the dance, I 
should, from the harmony of comphcated movements, 
not of the dancers in relation to each other merely, but 
of each dancer individually in the manifested plastic 
power that moved the consenting harmomous form, 
understand the whole of the music on the billows of 
which they floated and swung 

At length, one night, suddenly, when this feeling of 
dancing came upon me, I bethought me of lifting one of 
the crimson curtains, and looking if,' perchance, behind 
It there might not be hid some other mystery, which 
might at least remove a step further the bewilderment of 
the present one Nor was I altogether disappointed, I 
walked to one of the magnificent draperies, lifted a 
comer, and peeped in There, burned a great, cnmson. 
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globe-shaped light, high in the cubical centre of another 
haU, which might be larger or less than that in which I 
stood, for its dimensions were not easily perceived, seeing 
that floor and roof and walls were entirely of black 
marble. The roof was supported by the same arrange- 
ment of pfllars radiating in arches, as that of the first 
hall , only, here, the pillars and arches were of dark red. 
But what absorbed my dehghted gaze, was an innumer- 
able assembly of white marble statues, of every form, 
and in multitudinous posture, filling the hall throughout 
These stood, in the ruddy glow of the great lamp, upon 
pedestals of jet black Around the lamp shone in golden 
letters, plainly legible from where I stood, the two 
words — 

TOUCH notI 

There was in all this, however, no solution to the sound 
of dancing, and now I was aware that the influence on 
my mind had ceased I did not go in that evening, for 
I was weary and faint, but I hoarded up the expectation 
of entering, as of a great coimng joy 
Next mght I walked, as on the preceding, through 
the hall My mind was filled with pictures and songs, 
and therewith so much absorbed, that I did not for some 
time think of looking within the curtain I had last mght 
hfted When the thought of doing so occurred to me 
first, I happened to be within a few yards of it I became 
conscious, at the same moment, that the sound of 
danang had been for some time m my ears I approached 
the curtain qmckly, and, hfting it, entered the black 
hall. Everything was still as death I should have con- 
cluded that the sound must have proceeded from some 
other more distant quarter, which conclusion its faint- 
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ness would, in ordinary circumstances, have necessitated 
from the first; but there was a something about the 
statues that caused me still to remain m doubt. As I 
said, each stood perfectly still upon its black pedestal 
but there was about every one a certain air, not of 
motion, but as if it had just ceased from movement ; as 
if the rest were not altogether of the marbly stillness of 
thousands of years It was as if the peculiar atmosphere 
of each had yet a kind of invisible tremulousness; as if 
its agitated wavelets had not yet subsided into a perfect 
calm. I had the suspiaon that they had anticipated my 
appearance, and had sprung, each, from the hvmg joy 
of the dance, to the death-silence and blackness of its 
isolated pedestal, just before I entered I walked across 
the central haU to the curtain opposite the one I had 
hfted, and, entering there, found all the appearances 
similar; only that the statues were difierent, and 
differently grouped Neither did they produce on my 
mind that impression — of motion just expired, which I 
had expenenced from the others I found that behind 
every one of the crimson curtains was a similar hall, 
similarly hghted, and similarly occupied. 

The next night, I did not allow my thoughts to be 
absorbed as before with inward images, but crept 
stealthily along to the furthest curtain in the hah, from 
behind which, likewise, I had formerly seemed to hear 
the sound of dancing I drew aside its edge as suddenly 
as I could, and, looking m, saw tliat the utmost stillness 
pervaded the vast place I walked in. and passed through 
it to the other end There I found that it communicated 
with a arcular corridor, diwded from it only by two 
rows of red columns This corridor, which was black, 
with red niches holding statues, ran entirely about the 
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statue-halls, forming a communication between tJic 
further ends of them all, further, that is, as regards the 
central hall of white whence they all diverged like radii, 
finding their circumference in the corridor Round this 
comdor I now went, entenng all the halls, of which 
there were twelve, and finding them all similarly con- 
structed, but filled with qmte vanous statues, of what 
seemed both anaent and modem sculpture After I had 
simply walked through them, I found myself sufficiently 
tired to long for rest, and went to my own room 

In the night I dreamed that, walking close by one of 
the curtains, I was suddenly seized with the desire to 
enter, and darted m This time I was too quick for 
them. All the statues were in motion, statues no longer, 
but men and women — all shapes of beauty that ever 
sprang from the brain of the sculptor, mingled in the 
convolutions of a compheated dance Passing through 
them to the further end, I almost started from my 
sleep on beholding, not taking part m the dance with 
the others, nor seemingly endued with life hke them, 
but standing in marble coldness and ngidity upon a 
black pedestal m the extreme left corner — ^my lady of 
the cave , the marble beauty who sprang from her tomb 
or her cradle at the call of my songs While I gazed m 
speechless astonishment and admiration, a dark shadow 
descending from above hke the curtain of a stage, 
gradually hid her entirely from my view I felt with a 
shudder that this shadow was perchance my missing 
demon, whom I had not seen for days I awoke with a 
stifled cry 

Of course, the next evenmg I began my journey 
through the halls (for I knew not to which my dream had 
earned me), in the hope of proving the dream to be a 
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true one, by discovenng my marble beauty upon her 
black pedestal. At length, on reaching the tenth hall, 
I thought I recogmsed some of the forms I had seen 
dancing in my dream, and to my bewilderment, when 
I arnved at the extreme comer on the left, there stood, 
the only one I had yet seen, a vacant pedestal It was 
exactly in the position occupied, in my dream, by the 
pedestal on which the white lady stood. Hope beat 
violently in my heart 

'' Now,” said I to myself, ” if yet another part of the 
dream would but come true, and I should succeed in 
surprising these forms in their mghtly dance; it might 
be the rest would follow, and I should see on the pedestal 
niy marble queen Then surely if my songs sufSced to 
give her hfe before, when she lay in the bonds of 
alabaster, much more would they be suffiaent then 
to give her vohtion and motion, when she alone of 
assembled crowds of marble forms, would be standing 
ngid and cold,” 

But the difficulty was, to surpnse the dancers I had 
found that a premeditated attempt at surprise, though 
executed %vith the utmost care and rapidity, was of no 
avail. And, in my dream, it was effected by a sudden 
thought suddenly executed I saw, therefore, that there 
was no plan of operation offenng any probabihty of 
success, but this * to allow my mind to be occupied with 
other thoughts, as I wandered around the great centre- 
hall, and so wait till the impulse to enter one of the 
others should happen to anse m me just at the moment 
when I was close to one of the crimson curtains For I 
hoped that if I entered any one of the twelve halls at 
the right moment, that would as it were give me the 
right of entrance to all the others, seeing they all had 
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communication behind I would not diminish the hope 
of the nght chance, by supposing it necessary that a 
desire to enter should awake within me, precisely when 
I was close to the curtains of the tenth haU. 

At first the impulses to see recurred so continually, in 
spite of the crowded imagery that kept passing through 
my mind, that they formed too nearly a continuous 
chain, for the hope that any one of them would succeed 
as a surprise But as I persisted in banishing them, they 
recurred less and less often, and after two or three, at 
considerable intervals, had come when the spot where I 
happened to be was unsuitable, the hope strengthened, 
that soon one might anse ]ust at the nght moment; 
namely, when, in walking round the hall, I should be 
dose to one of the curtains 

At length the nght moment and the impulse 
coincided I darted into the mnth hall It was full of 
the most exquisite moving forms The whole space 
wavered and swam with the involutions of an intncate 
dance It seemed to break suddenly as I entered, and 
aU made one or two bounds towards their pedestals, 
but, apparently on finding that they were thoroughly 
overtaken, they returned to their emplo5nnent (for it 
seemed with them earnest enough to be called such) 
without further heeding me Somewhat impeded by 
the floating crowd, I made what haste I could towards 
the bottom of the hall, whence, entenng the comdor, 
I turned towards the tenth I soon amved at the comer 
I wanted to reach, for the corridor was comparatively 
empty, but, although the dancers here, after a httle 
confusion, altogether disregarded my presence, I was 
dismayed at beholding, even yet, a vacant pedestcil 
But I had a conviction that she was near me And as I 
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looked at the pedestal, I thought I saw upon it, vaguely 
revealed as if through overlapping folds of drapery, the 
indistinct outlines of white feet. Yet there was no sign 
of drapery or conceahng shadow whatever But I re- 
membered the descending shadow m my dream And I 
hoped still in the power of my songs , thinking that what 
could dispel alabaster, might hkewise be capable of dis- 
pelling what concealed my beauty now, even if it were 
the demon whose darkness had overshadowed all my 
hfe 
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CHAPTER XV 

" Alexander When will you finish Campaspc ? 

“ Apelles Never finish for always in absolute beauty there is 
somewhat above art ” — Lyly’s Campaspo 

And now, what song should I sing to unveil my Isis, 
if indeed she was present unseen ? I humed away to the 
white hall of Phantasy, heedless of the innumerable 
forms of beauty that crowded my way these might 
cross my eyes, but the unseen filled my brain I 
wandered long, up and down the silent space . no songs 
came My soul was not still enough for songs Only m 
the silence and darkness of the soul's night, do those 
, stars of the inward firmament sink to its lower surface 
from the singing realms beyond, and shine upon the 
conscious spint Here all effort was unavailing. If they 
came not, they could not be found 

Next mght, it was ]ust the same I walked through 
the red ghmmer of the silent haU, but lonely as there 
I walked, as lonely trod my soul up and down the halls 
of the brain At last I entered one of the statue-halls 
The dance had ]ust commenced, and I was delighted to 
find that I was free of their assembly. I walked on till 
I came to the sacred comer There I found the pedestal 
]ust as I had left it, with the faint glimmer as of white 
feet still resting on the dead black As soon as I saw it, 
I seemed to feel a presence which longed to become 
visible , and, as it were, called to me to gift it with self- 
mamfestation, that it might shine on me The power of 
song came to me But the moment my voice, though I 
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sang low and soft, stirred the air of the hall, the dancers 
started, the quick interweaving crowd shook, .lost its 
form, divided, each figure sprang to its pedestal, and 
stood, a self-evolving hfe no more, but a ngid, hfe-like, 
hiarble shape, with the whole form composed into the 
expression of a single state or act Silence rolled like a 
spmtual thunder through the grand space. My song 
had ceased, scared at its own influences But I saw in 
the hand of one of the statues close by me, a harp whose 
chords yet qmvered. I remembered that as she bounded 
past me, her harp had brushed against my arm, so the 
spell of the marble had not infolded it I sprang to her, 
and with a gesture of entreaty, laid my hand on the 
harp The marble hand, probably from its contact with 
the uncharmed harp, had strength enough to relax its 
hold, and 5nield the harp to me No other motion 
indicated hfe 

Instinctively I struck the chords and sang And 
not to break upon the record of my song, I mention here, 
that as I sang the first four fines, the loveliest feet became 
dear upon the black pedestal, and ever as I sang, it 
was as if a veil were being lifted up from before the form, 
but an invisible veil, so that the statue appeared to grow 
before me, not so much by evolution, as by infimtesimal 
degrees of added height And, while I sang, I did not 
fed that I stood by a statue, as indeed it appeared to 
be, but that a real woman-soul was revealing itself by 
successive stages of imbodiment, and consequent mam- 
festation and expression 

Feet of beauty, firmly planting 
Arches white on rosy heel I 
Whence the life-spnng, throbbmg, panting, 

Pulses upward to reveal! 
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Fairest things know least despising; 

Foot and earth meet tenderly 
’Tis the woman, resting, rising 
Upward to sublimity 

Rise the limbs, sedately sloping, 
Strong and gentle, full and free; 
Soft and slow, like certain hoping. 
Drawing nigh the broad firm knee. 
Up to speech 1 As up to roses 
Pants the life from leaf to flower. 
So each blendmg change discloses. 
Nearer still, expression’s power. 


Lo! fair sweeps, white surges, twinmg 
Up and outward fearlessly 1 
Temple columns, close combinmg, 

Lift a holy mystery 
Heart of mmel what strange surprises 
Mount aloft on such a stair! 

Some great vision upward rises. 

Curving, bendmg, floatmg fair 

Bands and sweeps, and hill and hollow 
Lead my fascinated eye. 

Some apocalypse will follow, 

Some new world of deity 
Zoned unseen, and outward swellmg. 
With new thoughts and wonders nfe. 
Queenly majesty foretelling. 

See the expandmg house of hfel 

Sudden heaving, unforbiddeu 
Sighs eternal, still the same — 
Mounts of snow have summits hidden 
In the mists of uttered flame 
But the spirit, dawmng nearly, 

Fmds no speech for earnest pam. 
Finds a soundless sighing merely — 
Builds its stairs, and mounts again 
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Heart, the queen, -with secret hoping, 

Sendeth out her waiting pair. 

Hands, blind hands, half blindly groping. 

Half mclasping visions rare. 

And the great arms, heartways bending. 

Might of Beauty, drawmg home. 

There retummg, and re-blendmg. 

Where from roots of love they roam 

Build thy slopes of radiance beamy, 

Spmt, fair with womanhood I 
Tower thy precipice, white-gleamy. 

Climb unto the hour of good 
Dumb space wiU be rent asunder. 

Now the shining column stands 
Ready to be crowned with wonder 
By the builder’s joyous hands 

All the Imes abroad are spreading. 

Like a fountam’s faJlmg race. 

Lo, the chm, first feature, treadmg. 

Airy foot to rest the face I 
Speech is mgh, oh, see the blushing. 

Sweet approach of lip and breath I 
Round the mouth dun silence, hushmg, 

Waits to die ecstatic death. 

Span across m treble curving. 

Bow of promise, upper lip 1 
Set them free, -with gracious swervmg; 

Let the wing-words float and dip 
Dumb art thou ? O Love immortal. 

More than words thy speech must be. 

Childless yet the tender portal 
Of the home of melody. 

Now the nostrils open fearless. 

Proud in calm unconsciousness. 

Sure it must be something peerless 
That the great P.'ui would express 1 
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Deepens, crowds some meaning tender, 
In the pure, dear lady-face 
Lo, a blmdmg burst of splendour! — 
'Tis the free soul’s issuing grace 

Two calm lakes of molten glory 
Circlmg round unfathomed deeps 1 
Lightmng-flashes, transitory. 

Cross the gulfs where darkness sleeps 
This the gate, at last, of gladness. 

To the outward stnvmg me 
In a rain of light and sadness. 

Out its loves and longmgs fleel 

With a presence I am snutten 

Dumb, with a foreknown surprise, 
Presence greater yet than written 
Even m the glorious eyes 
Through the gulfs, with inward gazes, 

I may look till I am lost, 

Wandermg deep in spuit-mazes. 

In a sea without a coast 

Windows open to the glorious I 
Time and space, oh, far beyond I 
Woman, ah I thou art victorious. 

And I perish, overfond 
Spnngs aloft the yet Unspoken 
In the forehead’s endless grace. 

Full of silences unbroken, 

Infimte, unfeatured face 


Domes above, the mount of wonder. 
Height and hollow wrapt in mght. 
Hiding in its caverns under 
Woman-nations m their might 
Passing forms, the highest Human 
Faints away to the Divine 
Features none, of man or woman. 
Can unveil the holiest shine 
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Sideways, grooved porches only 
Visible to passing eye, 

Stand the silent, doorless, lonely 
Entrance-gates of melody 
But all sounds fly m as boldly, 

Groan and song, and kiss and cry 
At their gallenes, lifted coldly. 

Darkly, ’twixt the earth and sky. 

Beauty, thou art spent, thou knowest 
So, in faint, half-glad despair. 

From the summit thou o’erflowest 
In a fall of torrent hair. 

Hiding what thou hast created 
In a half-transparent shroud* 

Thus, with glory soft-abated. 

Shines the moon through vapoury cloud. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

" Selbsi der Siy^, dcr neunfach sie uviunvdct, 

Wehrt die Riichhehr Ceres Tochtcr nicJit : 

Nach dem Apfel greift ste, wxd es btndet 
Ewig sie des Orkus Pfltcht ” 

Schiller, Das Ideal und das Lcben. 

" Ev'n the Styx, winch ninefold her infoldcth, 

Hems not Ceres' daughter in its flow , 

But she grasps the apple — ever holdeth 
Her, sad Or cits, down below " 

Ever as I sang, the veil was uplifted, ever as I sang, 
the signs of hfe grew , till, when the eyes dawned upon 
me, it was with that sunnse of splendour which my feeble 
song attempted to re-imbody The wonder is, that I 
was not altogether overcome, but was able to complete 
my song as the unseen veil continued to nse This 
, abihty came solely from the state of mental elevation 
in which I found myself Only because uplifted in song, 
was I able to endure the blaze of the dawn But I 
cannot teU whether she looked more of statue or more 
of woman, she seemed removed into that region of 
phantasy where aU is intensely vivid, but nothing 
clearly defined At last, as I sang of her descending 
hair, the glow of soul faded away, like a dying sunset. 
A lamp within had been extingmshed, and the house of 
life shone blank in a winter mom She was a statue 
once more — but visible, and that was much gamed Yet 
the revulsion from hope and frmtion was such, that, 
unable to restrain myself, I sprang to her, and, m defiance 
of the law of the place, flung my arms around her, as if 
I would tear her from the grasp of a visible Death, and 
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lifted her from the pedestal down to my heart. But no 
sooner had her feet ceased to be in contact wth the black 
pedestal, than she shuddered and trembled all over, then 
wnthing from my arms, before I could tighten their hold, 
she sprang into the corridor, ^vlth the reproachful cry. 
You should not have touched me • ” darted behind one 
of the extenor pillars of the circle, and disappeared I 
followed almost as fast ; but ere I could reach the pillar, 
the sound of a closing door, the saddest of all sounds 
sometimes, fell on my ear, and, amving at the spot 
where she had vanished, I saw, hghted by a pale yeUow 
lamp which hung above it, a heavy, rough door, alto- 
gether unhke any others I had seen in the palace, for 
they were all of ebony, or ivory, or covered with silver- 
plates, or of some odorous wood, and very ornate, 
whereas this seemed of old oak, with heavy nails and 
iron studs Notwithstanding the precipitation of my 
pursmt, I could not help reading, m silver letters beneath 
the lamp ** No one enters here wtihout the leave of the 
Queen ” But what was the Queen to me, when I fol- 
lowed my white lady? I dashed the door to the wall 
and sprang through Lo! I stood on a waste windy 
hill Great stones hke tombstones stood all about me 
No door, no palace was to be seen A white figure 
gleamed past me, wrmging her hands, and crying, “ Ahl 
you should have sung to me, you should have sung to 
mel ” and disappeared behind one of the stones I 
followed A cold gust of wind met me from behind the 
stone, and when I looked, I saw nothing but a great 
hole m the earth, into which I could find no way of 
entenng Had she fallen m ? I could not tell I must 
wait for the daylight I sat down and wept, for there 
was no help 
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CHAPTER XVII 

" Anfangs wollV tch fast verzagen, 

Und tch glaubt’ tch trUg’ es me, 

Und tch hab' es doch getragen , — 

Abev fragt tntch nur mcht wte ? ” 

Heine 

" First, I thought, almost despairing. 

This must crush my spirit now , 

Yet I bore it, and am bearing — 

Only do not ask me how ” 

When the daylight came, it brought the possibility of 
action, but with it httle of consolation With the first 
visible increase of light, I gazed into the chasm, but 
could not, for more than an hour, see sufficiently well 
to discover its nature At last I saw it was almost a 
perpendicular opening, hke a roughly excavated well, 
only very large I could perceive no bottom, and it 
was not till the sun actually rose, that I discovered a 
sort of natural staircase, m many parts httle more than 
suggested, which led round and round the gulf, descend- 
ing spirally into its abyss I saw at once that this was 
my path , and without a moment's hesitation, glad to 
quit the sunhght, which stared at me most heartlessly, 
I commenced my tortuous descent It was very difficult. 
In some parts I had to chng to the rocks hke a bat In 
one place, I dropped from the track down upon the next 
returning spire of the stair, which bemg broad in this 
particular portion, and standing out from the wall at 
nght angles, received me upon my feet safe, though 
somewhat stupefied by the shock After descending 
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a great way, I found the stair end^d at a narrow opening 
which entered the rock honzontally Into this I crept, 
and, having entered, had ]iist room to turn round I 
put my head out into the shaft by which I had come 
down, and surveyed the course of my descent Looking 
ap, I saw the stars; although the sun must by this time 
have been high in the heavens Looking below, I saw 
that the sides of the shaft went sheer down, smooth as 
glass, and far beneath me, I saw the reflection of the 
same stars I had seen m the heavens when I looked up 
I turned again, and crept inwards some distance, when 
the passage widened, and I was at length able to stand 
and walk upnght Wider and loftier grew the way, 
new paths branched off on every side, great open halls 
appeared, till at last I found myself wandering on 
through an underground country, m which the sky was 
of rock, and mstead of trees and flowers, there were 
only fantastic rocks and stones And ever as I went, 
darker grew my thoughts, till at last I had no hope 
whatever of finding the white lady I no longer called 
her to myself my white lady Whenever a choice was 
necessary, I always chose the path which seemed to lead 
downwards 

At length I began to find that these regions were 
inhabited. From behind a rock a peal of harsh grating 
laughter, full of evil humour, rang through my ears, and, 
looking roimd, I saw a queer, goblin creature, ivith a great 
head and ridiculous features, just such as those dcscnbed 
in German histones and travels, as Kobolds " What 
do you want with me? " I said He pointed at me 
with a long forefinger, very thick at the root, and 
sharpened to a point, and answered, “He! he! hel 
what do you wmit here? ” Then, changing his tone, 
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he continued, with mock humility — “ Honoured sir, 
vouchsafe to withdraw from thy slaves the lustre of thy 
august presence, for thy slaves cannot support its bnght- 
ness.” A second appeared, and struck in: “ You are so 
big, you keep the sun from us We can’t see for you, 
and we’re so cold.” Thereupon arose, on all sides, the 
most temfic uproar of laughter, from voices like those 
of children m volume, but scrannel and harsh as those 
of decrepit age, though, unfortunately, without its 
weakness The whole pandemonium of fairy devils, 
of all varieties of fantastic ughness, both m form and 
feature, and of aU sizes from one to four feet, seemed to 
have suddenly assembled about me At length, after 
a great babble of talk among themselves, in a language 
unknown to me, and after seenungly endless gesticula- 
tion, consultation, elbow-nudging, and unimtigated peals 
of laughter, they formed into a circle about one of their 
number, who scrambled upon a stone, and, much to my 
surprise, and somewhat to my dismay, began to sing, 
m a voice corresponding m its nature to his talking one, 
from beginmng to end, the song with which I had 
brought the hght mto the eyes of the white lady. He 
sang the same air too, and, all the time, maintained a 
face of mock entreaty and worship, accompan5nng the 
song with the travestied gestures of one playing on the 
lute The whole assembly kept silence, except at the 
close of every verse, when they roared, and danced, and 
shouted with laughter, and flung themselves on the 
ground, in real or pretended convulsions of dehght 
When he had finished, the singer threw himself from 
the top of the stone, turning heels over head several 
times in his descent, and when he did ahght, it was on 
the top of his head, on which he hopped about, making 
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the most grotesque gesticulations with his legs in the 
air Inexpressible laughter followed, which broke up in 
a shower of tiny stones from innumerable hands They 
could not matenally injure me, although they cut me 
on the head and face I attempted to run away, but they 
aU rushed upon me, and, la5nng hold of every part that 
afforded a grasp, held me tight Crowding about me 
hke bees, they shouted an insect-swarm of exasperating 
speeches up mto my face, among which the most fre- 
quently recumng were — “ You shan't have her, you 
shan't have her, hel he! he! She’s for a better man; 
she’s for a better man, how he’ll kiss her! how he'll 
kiss her! " 

The galvanic torrent of this battery of malevolence 
stung to hfe within me a spark of nobleness, and I said 
aloud, " Well, if he is a better man, let him have her ” 

They mstantly let go their hold of me, and fell back 
a step or two, with a whole broadside of grunts and 
humphs, as of rmexpected and disappointed approba- 
tion I made a step or two forward, and a lane was 
instantly opened for me through the midst of the 
gnnnmg httle antics, who bowed most politely to me 
on every side as I passed After I had gone a few 
yards, I looked back, and saw them all standing qiute 
still, looking after me, hke a great school of boys, tih 
suddenly one turned round, and with a loud whoop, 
rushed into the midst of the others In an instant, tlie 
whole was one vTithing and tumbling heap of contortion, 
reminding me of the live pyramids of intertwined snakes 
of which travellers make report As soon as one was 
worked out of the mass, he bounded off a few paces, 
and then, vath a somersault and a nm, thrcv' himself 
gj'rating into the air, and descended vith all his veiglit 
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on the summit of the heaving and struggling chaos of 
fantastic figures I left them still busy at this fierce and 
apparently aimless amusement And as I went, I sang 

If a nobler waits for thee, 

I will weep aside, 

It IS well that thou should’st be. 

Of the nobler, bnde 

For if love builds up the home, 

Where the heart is free. 

Homeless yet the heart must roam. 

That has not found thee 

One must sufier I, for her, 

Yield in her my part 
Take her, thou art worthier — 

Still 1 be still, my heart I 

Gift ungotten 1 largess high 
Of a frustrate will ' 

But to yield it lovingly 
Is a somethmg still 

Then a httle song arose of itself m my soul , and I felt 
for the moment, while it sank sadly within me, as if I 
was once more walking up and down the white hall of 
Phantasy in the Fairy Palace But this lasted no longer 
than the song, as will be seen 

Do not vex thy violet 
Perfume to afford 
Else no odour thou wilt get 
From its little hoard 

In thy lady's gracious eyes 
Look not thou too long. 

Else from them the glory flies. 

And thou dost her wrong 

Come not thou too near the maid. 

Clasp her not too wild , 

Else the splendour is allayed. 

And thy heart beguiled 
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A crasli of laughter, more discordant and deriding 
than any I had yet heard, invaded my ears Looking 
on in the direction of the sound, I saw a httle elderly 
woman, much taller, however, than the gobhns I had 
]iist left, seated upon a stone by the side of the path 
She rose, as I drew near, and came forward to meet me. 
She was very plain and commonplace in appearance. 
Without being hideously ugly Looking up m my face 
with a stupid sneer, she said. " Isn’t it a pity you 
haven’t a pretty girl to walk all alone with you through 
this sweet country? How different eveiythmg would 
look ! wouldn't it ? Strange that one can never have what 
one would like best ! How the roses would bloom and all 
that, even m this infernal hole I wouldn't they, Anodos ^ 
Her eyes would hght up the old cave, wouldn't they? " 
That depends on who the pretty girl should be," 
replied I 

“Not so very much matter that,” she answered; 

‘ look here ” 

I had turned to go away as I gave my reply, but 
now I stopped and looked at her As a rough unsightly 
bud might suddenly blossom into the most lovely flower; 
or rather, as a sunbeam bursts through a shapeless cloud, 
and transfigures the earth ; so burst a face of resplendent 
beauty, as it were through the imsightly visage of the 
Woman, destroying it with hght as it dawned through it 
A summer sk^^ rose above me, gray with heat , across a 
shimng slumberous landscape, looked from afar the 
peaks of snow-capped mountains, and down from a 
great rock beside me fell a sheet of water mad with its 
oivn debght. 

" Stay wth me," she said, lifting up her e.xquisite 
face, and looking full in mine 
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I drew back Again the infernal laugh grated upon 
my ears , again the rocks closed in around me, and the 
ugly woman looked at me with wicked, mocking hazel 
eyes 

“ You shall have your reward,” said she ” You shall 
see your white lady again ” 

” That hes not with you,” I rephed, and turned and 
left her 

She followed me with shriek upon shnek of laughter, 
as I went on my way 

I may mention here, that although there was always 
hght enough to see my path and a few yards on every 
side of me, I never could find out the source of this sad 
sepulchral illumination 
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CHAPTER XVIIl 

hn Sausen des Wtndes, tm Bratisen des Meers, 

Und tm Seufzen der etgenen Brusi ” 

Heine 

" In the mind's uproar, the sea's raging grim. 

And the sighs that are born in him ” 

JcL, es ivtrd zwar etn anderes Zeitalter homnien, wo es Licht wtrd 
und wo der Mensch aus erhabnen Traiimen erwachi, und die Trawne 
uneder findet, well er nichts verlor als den Schlaf ” — Jean Paul, 
Hesperus 

" From dreams of bliss shall men awake 
One day, but not to weep 
The dreams remain , they only break 
The mirror of the sleep ” 

How I got through this dreary part of my travels, I do 
not know I do not think I was upheld by the hope 
that any moment the hght roight break m upon me, 
for I scarcely thought about that I went on with a dull 
endurance, varied by moments of uncontrollable sad- 
ness, for more and more the conviction grew upon me 
that I should never see the white lady again It may 
seem strange that one with whom I had held so little 
communion should have so engrossed my thoughts; but 
benefits conferred awaken love m some minds, as surely 
as benefits received m others Besides being delighted 
and proud that my songs had called the beautiful creature 
to life, the same fact caused me to feel a tenderness 
unspeakable for her, accompanied with a kind of feehng 
of property in her, for so tlie goblin Selfishness uould 
reward the angel Love ^^^len to all this is added, an 
overpowering sense of her beauty, and an unquestioning 
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conviction that this was a tnie index to inward loveli- 
ness, it may be understood how it came to pass that 
my imagination filled my whole soul \vith the play of 
its own multitudinous colours and harmonies around 
the form which yet stood, a gracious marble radiance, 
in the midst of its white hall of phantasy. The time 
passed by unheeded, for my thoughts were busy 
Perhaps this was also in part the cause of my needing 
no food, and never thinking how I should find any, 
during this subterraneous part of my travels How long 
they endured I could not tell, for I had no means of 
measunng time, and when I looked back, there was 
such a discrepancy between the decisions of my imagina- 
tion and my judgment, as to the length of time that 
had passed, that I was bewildered, and gave up all 
attempts to amve at any conclusion on the point 
A gray mist continually gathered behind me When 
I looked back towards the past, this mist was the 
medium through which my eyes had to stram for a 
vision of what had gone by, and the form of the white 
lady had receded into an unknown region At length 
the country of rock began to close again around me, 
gradually and slowly narrowing, tiU I found myself 
walking m a gallery of rock once more, both sides of 
which I could touch with my outstretched hands It 
narrowed yet, until I was forced to move carefully, m 
order to avoid striking against the projecting pieces of 
rock The roof sank lower and lower, until I was com- 
pelled, first to stoop, and then to creep on my hands 
and knees It recalled terrible dreams of childhood , but 
I was not much afraid, because I felt sure that this was 
my path, and my only hope of leaving Fairy Land, of 
which I was now almost weary 
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At length, on getting past an abrupt turn in the 
passage, through which I had to force myself, I saw, a 
few yards ahead of me, the long-forgotten dajdigh't 
shimng through a small opening, to which the path, if 
path it could now be called, led me. With great difiS- 
^ty I accomphshed these last few yards, and came 
forth to the day I stood on the shore of a wintry sea, 
With a wintry sun just a few feet above its horizon-edge 
It was bare, and waste, and gray Hundreds of hopeless 
waves rushed constantly shorewards, faUing exhausted 
■upon a beach of great loose stones, that seemed to 
stretch miles and miles in both directions There was 
nothing for the eye but mingling shades of gray, nothing 
for the ear but the rush of the coming, the roar of the 
breaking, and the moan of the retreating wave No 
rock hfted up a sheltering seventy above the dreanness 
around, even that from which I had myself emerged 
rose scarcely a foot above the opening by which I had 
reached the dismal day, more dismal even than the tomb 
I had left A cold, deathhke wmd swept across the 
shore, seeming to issue from a pale mouth of cloud upon 
the honzon Sign of hfe was nowhere visible I wandered 
over the stones, up and down the beach, a human im- 
bodiment of the nature around me The wind increased, 
its keen waves flowed through my soul; the foam rushed 
higher up the stones, a few dead stars began to gleam 
m the east , the sound of the waves grew louder and yet 
more despamng A dark curtain of cloud was hfted up, 
and a pale blue rent shone between its foot and the edge 
of the sea, out from which rushed an icy storm of frozen 
wnd, that tore the waters into spray as it passed, and 
flung the billows in rawng heaps upon the desolate shore 
I could bear it no longer 
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“ I will not be tortured to death,” I cned; ” I will 
meet it half-way The hfe within me is yet enough to 
bear me up to the face of Death, and then I die un- 
conquered ” 

Before it had grown so dark, I had observed, though 
without any particular interest, that on one part of the 
shore a low platform of rock seemed to run out far into 
the midst of the brealang waters Towards this I now 
went, scrambhng over smooth stones, to which scarce 
even a particle of sea-weed clung , and having found it, 

I got on it, and followed its direction, as near as I could 
guess, out into the tumbling chaos I could hardly keep 
my feet against the wmd and sea The waves repeatedly 
all but swept me off my path, but I kept on my way, 
till I reached the end of the low promontory, which, m 
the fall of the waves, rose a good many feet above the 
surface, and, in their rise, was covered with their waters. 
I stood one moment and gazed into the heaving abyss 
beneath me ; then plunged headlong into the mounting 
wave below A blessing, hke the kiss of a mother, seemed 
to ahght on my soul, a calm, deeper than that which 
accompames a hope deferred, bathed my spirit I sank 
far into the waters, and sought not to return I fch 
as if once more the great arms of the beech-tree were 
around me, soothing me after the miseries I had passed 
through, and telling me, like a httle sick child, that I 
should be better to-morrow The waters of themselves 
hfted me, as with loving arms, to the surface I breathed 
again, but did not unclose my eyes I would not look 
on the wintry sea, and the pitiless gray sky Thus I 
floated, tiU something gently touched me It was a httle 
boat floatmg beside me How it came there I could not 
tell ; but it rose and sank on the waters, and kept touch- 
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ing me in its fall, as if with a human will to let me know 
that help was by me It was a little gay-coloured boat, 
seemingly covered with glistering scales like those of a 
fish, all of brilliant rainbow hues, I scrambled into it, 
and lay down in the bottom, with a sense of exquisite 
repose Then I drew over me a rich, heavy, purple cloth 
that was beside me; and, hing stdl, knew, by the sound 
of the w^aters, that my httle bark w'as fleeting rapidly 
onwards Finding, however, none of that stormy motion 
which the sea had manifested when I beheld it from the 
shore, I opened my eyes, and, looking first up, saw 
above me the deep violet sky of a warm southern mght , 
and then, hftmg my head, saw that I was saihng fast 
upon a summer sea, in the last border of a southern 
twihght The aureole of the sun yet shot the extreme 
faint tips of its longest rays above the honzon-waves, 
and withdrew them not. It was a perpetual twihght 
The stars, great and earnest, like children s eyes, bent 
down lovingly towards the waters, and the reflected 
stars within seemed to float up, as if longing to meet 
their embraces. But when I looked do\vn, a new wonder 
met my view. For, vaguely revealed beneath the wave, 
I floated above my whole Past The fields of my child- 
hood flitted by; the halls of my youthful labours, the 
streets of great cities where I had dwelt; and the 
assembhes of men and women wherem I had weaned 
myself seeking for rest But so indistinct were the 
visions, that sometunes I thought I was saihng on a 
shaHow sea, and that strange rocks and forests of sea- 
plants begiuled my eye, sufficiently to be transformed, 
by the magic of the phantasy, into well-known objects 
and regioris Yet, at times, a beloved form seemed to 
lie (dose beneath me m sleep, and the eyehds would 

1 , 73 * 
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tremble as if about to forsake the conscious eye; and 
the arms would heave upwards, as if in dreams they 
sought for a satisfpng presence. But these motions 
might come only from the heaving of the waters between 
those forms and me Soon I fell asleep, overcome with 
fatigue and dehght In dreams of unspeakable ]oy — of 
restored fnendships , of revived embraces , of love which 
said it had never died , of faces that had vanished long 
ago, yet said with smiling hps that they knew nothing 
of the grave, of pardons implored, and granted with 
such bursting floods of love, that I was almost glad I 
had sinned — ^thus I passed through this wondrous twi- 
hght I awoke with the feeling that I had been kissed 
and loved to my heart's content; and found that my 
boat was floating motionless by the grassy shore of a 
httle island 
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CHAPTER XIX 

'* In stiller Ruhe, tn wechselloser Etnfalt filhr tch ununterbrochen 
das Bewusstseyn der ganzen Menschhett tn mtr ” — Schleier- 
macher, Monologen 

" In still rest, tn changeless stniphctty, I hear, uninterrupted, the 
(Consciousness of the whole of Humanity within me ” 

. such a sweetness, such a grace, 

In all thy speech appear. 

That what to th' eye a beauteous face, 

Thai thy tongue ts to the ear.” 

COWEEY 

The water was deep to the very edge, and I sprang 
from the httle boat upon a soft grassy turf The island 
seemed rich with a profusion of all grasses and low 
flowers All dehcate lowly things were most plentiful; 
but no trees rose skywards, not even a bush overtopped 
the tall grasses, except m one place near the cottage I 
am about to descnbe, where a few plants of the gum- 
cistus, which drops every night aU the blossoms that 
the day bnngs forth, formed a kind of natural arbour 
The whole island lay open to the sky and sea It rose 
nowhere more than a few feet above the level of the 
waters, which flowed deep all around its border Here 
there seemed to be neither tide nor storm A sense of 
persistent calm and fulness arose m the mind at the 
sight of the slow, pulse-hke nse and fall of the deep, 
clear, unnppled waters against the bank of the island, 
for shore it could hardly be called, being so much more 
hke the edge of a full, solemn nver. As I walked over 
the grass towards the cottage, which stood at a httle 
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distance from the bank, all the flowers of childhood 
looked at me with perfect child-eyes out of the grass. 
My heart, softened by the dreams through which it had 
passed, overflowed in a sad, tender love towards them. 
They looked to me like children impregnably fortified 
in a helpless confidence. The sun stood half-way down 
the western sky, shimng very soft and golden; and there 
grew a second world of shadows amidst the world of 
grasses and wild flowers 

The cottage was square, with low walls, and a high 
pyramidal roof thatched with long reeds, of which the 
withered blossoms hung over all the eaves It is notice- 
able that most of the buildings I saw in Fairy Land were 
cottages There was no path to a door, nor, indeed, was 
there any track worn by footsteps in the island The 
cottage rose nght out of the smooth turf It had no 
windows that I could see, but there was a door m the 
centre of the side facing me, up to which I went I 
knocked, and the sweetest voice I had ever heard said, 
“ Come in ” I entered A bright fire was burning on a 
hearth in the centre of the earthen floor, and the smoke 
found its way out at an opemng in the centre of the 
pyramidal roof Over the fire hung a little pot, and over 
the pot bent a woman-face, the most wonderful," I 
thought, that I had ever beheld For it was older than 
any countenance I had ever looked upon There was 
not a spot in which a wrinkle could he, where a wrinkle 
lay not And the skin was ancient and brown, hke old 
parchment The woman’s form was tall and spare and 
when she stood up to welcome me, I saw that she was 
straight as an arrow Could that voice of sweetness have 
issued from those hps of age ^ Mild as they were, could 
they be the portals whence flowed such melody^ But 
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the moment I saw her eyes, I no longer wondered at her 
voice: they were absolutely young — those of a woman 
of five-and-twenty, large, and of a clear gray Wrinkles 
had beset them all about, the eyehds themselves were 
old, and heavy, and worn, but the eyes were very 
incarnations of soft hght She held out her hand to me, 
and the voice of sweetness again greeted me, with the 
smgle word, " Welcome/' She set an old wooden chair 
for me, near the fire, and went on with her cooking A 
wondrous sense of refuge and repose came upon me 1 
felt hke a boy who has got home from school, miles 
across the hills, through a heavy storm of wind and 
snow Almost, as I gazed on her, I sprang from my seat 
to kiss those old bps And when, havihg fimshed her 
cooking, she brought some of the dish she had prepared, 
and set it on a httle table by me, covered with a snow- 
white doth, I could not help laying my head on her 
bosom, and burstmg mto happy tears She put her 
arms round me, saying, Poor child , poor child ! " 

As I continued to weep, she gently disengaged herself, 
and, taking a spoon, put some of the food (I did not 
know what it was) to my lips, entreating me most 
endearingly to swallow it To please her, I made an 
effort, and succeeded She went on feeding me like a 
baby, with one arm round me, till I looked up in her 
face and smiled: then she gave me the spoon and told 
me to eat, for it would do me good. I obeyed her, and 
found myself wonderfully refreshed Then she drew 
near the fixe an old-fashioned couch that was in the 
cottage, and making me he down upon it, sat at my 
feet, and began to sing Amazing store of old ballads 
rippled from her lips, over the pebbles of ancient tunes, 
and the voice that sang was sweet as the voice of a 



1 66 Phantastes 

tuneful maiden that singeth ever from very fulness of 
song The songs were almost all sad, but with a sound 
of comfort. One I can faintly recall. It was something 
hke this 


Sxr Aglovaile through the churchyard rode, 

Sing, All alone I he 
Little recked he where’er he yode, 

All alone, up tn the sky 
Swerved his courser, and plunged with fear 
All alone 1 he 

His cry might have wakened the dead men near. 
All alone, up tn the sky 

The very dead that lay at his feet, 

Lapt m the mouldy wmding-sheet 

But he curbed him and spurred him, until he stood 
Still m his place, like a horse of wood. 

With nostnls uplift, and eyes wide and wan, 

But the sweat in streams from his fetlocks ran 

A ghost grew out of the shadowy air. 

And sat m the midst of her moony hair. 

In her gleamy hair she sat and wept. 

In the dreamful moon they lay and slept. 

The shadows above, and the bodies below. 

Lay and slept m the moonbeams slow 

And she sang, like the moan of an autumn wind 
Over the stubble left behmd 

A las, how easily things go wrong / 

A Sigh too much, or a ktss too long, 

And there follows a mtst and a weeping ratn. 
And life ts never the same again 

Alas, how hardly things go right / 

'Tis hard to watch on a summer night. 

For the sigh will come, and the kiss will stay. 
And the summer night ts a winter day 
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" Oh, lovely ghost, my heart is woe. 

To see thee weepmg and wailmg so 

Oh, lovely ghost,” said the fearless kmght, 

" Can the sword of a wamor set it right ? 

Or prayer of bedesman, praymg mild, 

As a cnp of water a feverish child. 

Soothe thee at last, m dreamless mood 
To sleep the sleep a dead lady should ? 

Thme eyes they fill me with longmg sore. 

As if I had known thee for evermore 

Oh, lovely ghost, I could leave the day 
To sit with thee m the moon away 

If thou wouldst trust me, and lay thy head 
To rest on a bosom that is not dead ” 

The lady sprang up with a strange ghost -cry, 

And she flung her white ghost-arms on high 

And she laughed a laugh that was not gay. 

And it lengthened out till it died away. 

And the dead beneath turned and moaned. 

And the yew-trees above they shuddered and groaned 

" Will he love me twice with a love that is vain ? 

Will he kill the poor ghost yet again ? 

I thought thou wert good , but I said, and wept 
‘ Can I have dreamed who have not slept? ’ 

And I knew, alas! or ever I vould. 

Whether I dreamed, or thou v ert good 

When my baby died, my brain grew wild 
1 awoke, and found I was with my child ” 

'• If thou art the ghost of my Adelaide. 

How IS it? Thou wert but a village maid. 



i68 


Phantasies 


And thou secmcst an angel lady white, 

Though thm, and wan, and past delight.” 

The lady smiled a flickcnng smile. 

And she pressed her temples hard the while. 

” Thou seest that Death for a woman can 
Do more than knighthood for a man ” 

“ But show me the child thou callcst mine. 

Is she out to-mght in the ghost's sunslune? ” 

” In St Peter’s Church she is playing on. 

At hide-and-seek, with Apostle John 

When the moonbeams right through the window go. 
Where the twelve are standmg in glorious show. 

She says the rest of them do not stir. 

But one comes down to play with her 

Then I can go where I list, and weep 
For good St John my child will keep ” 

'' Thy beauty fiUeth the very air. 

Never saw I a woman so fair ” 

" Come, if thou darest, and sit by my side. 

But do not touch me, or woe ivill betide 

Alas, I am weak I might well know 
This gladness betokens some further woe 

Yet come It will come I wall bear it I can 
For thou lovest me yet — though but as a man ” 

The kmght dismounted m earnest speed. 

Away through the tombstones thundered the steed, 

Amd feu by the outer wall, and died 

But the kmght he kneeled by the lady’s side. 

Kneeled beside her m wondrous bliss. 

Rapt m an everlasting kiss 
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Though never his hps come the lady nigh, 

And his eyes alone on her beauty he 

All the mght long, till the cock crew loud. 

He kneeled by the lady, lapt in her shroud 

And what they said, I may not say 
Dead night was sweeter than hving day 

How she made him so bUssful glad 

Who made her and found her so ghostly sad, 

I may not teU , but it needs no touch 
To make them blessed who love so much 

" Come every mght, my ghost, to me. 

And one mght I will come to thee 

'Tis good to have a ghostly wife 
She will not trenlble at dang of strife. 

She will only hearken, amid the dm, 

Betund the door, if he cometh m " 

And this IS how Sir Aglovaile 
Often walked m the moonhght pale 

And oft when the crescent but thinned the gloom. 
Full orb^d moonlight filled his room. 

And through beneath his chamber door. 

Fell a gho^y gleam on the outer floor. 

And they that passed, m fear averred 
That murmured words they often heard 

'Twas then that the eastern crescent shone 
Through the chancel window, and good St John 

Played with the ghost-child all the night. 

And the mother was free till the morning light. 

And sped through the da^vnlng mght, to staj 
With Aglovaile till the break of daj 
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One night Sir Aglovaile, weary, slept, 

And dreamed a dream wherein he wept. 

A wamor he was, not often wept he. 

But this mght he wept full bitterly. 

He woke — ^beside him the ghost-girl shone 
Out of the dark 'twas the eve of St John 

He had dreamed a dream of a still, dark wood, 
Where the maiden of old beside him stood , 

* 

But a mist came down, and caught her away. 

And he sought her m vam through the pathless day 

Tdl he wept with the gnef that can do no more. 
And thought he had dreamt the dream before. 

From bursting heart the weepmg flowed on, 

And lol beside him the ghost-girl shone, 

Shone hke the hght on a harbour’s breast. 

Over the sea of his dream’s unrest. 

Shone like the wondrous, nameless boon. 

That the heart seeks ever, mght or noon 

Warnings forgotten, when needed most. 

He clasped to his bosom the radiant ghost 

She wailed aloud, and faded, and sank. 

With upturn’d white face, cold and blank. 

In his arms lay the corpse of the maiden pale. 

And she came no more to Sir Aglovaile 

Only a voice, when wmds were wild. 

Sobbed and wailed like a chidden child 

Alas, how easily things go wrong / 

A Sigh too much, or a kiss too long, 

A nd there follows a mist and a weeping ram. 
And life is never the same again 
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And their love was a rapture, lone and high, 
And dumb as the moon m the topmost sky 
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This was one of the simplest of her songs, which, 
perhaps, is the cause of my being able to remember it 
better than most of the others 
While she sung, I was in Elysium, with the sense of 
a nch soul upholding, embracing, and overhanging nune, 
ftill of all plenty and bounty I felt as if she could give 
me everything I wanted, as if I should never wish to 
leave her, but would be content to be sung to and fed 
by her, day after day, as years rolled by At last I fell 
asleep while she sang 

When I awoke, I knew not whether it was night or 
^ay The fire had sunk to a few red embers, which just 
gave light enough to show me the woman standing a 
few feet from me, with her back towards me, facing the 
door by which I had entered She was weeping, but very 
gently and plentifully The tears seemed to come freely 
from her heart Thus she stood for a few minutes, then, 
slowly turning at right angles to her former position, 
she faced another of the four sides of the cottage I 
now observed, for the first time, that here was a door 
hkewise, and that, indeed, there was one in the centre 
of every side of the cottage When she looked towards 
\ the second door, her tears ceased to flow, but sighs took 
their place She often closed her eyes as she stood , and 
every time she closed her eyes, a gentle sigh seemed to 
be bom in her heart, and to escape at her lips But 
when her eyes \%ere open, her sighs were deep and very 
sad, and shook her whole frame Tlien she turned 
towards the third door, and a cry as of fear or suppressed 
pain broke from her, but she seemed to hearten her- 
self against the dismay, and to front it steadily, for, 
although I often heard a slight crj% and sometimes a 
moan, yet she never mo\ ed or bent her head, and I felt 
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sure that her eyes never closed Then she turned to the 
fourth door, and I saw her shudder, and then stand still 
as a statue, till at last she turned towards me and 
approached the fire I saw that her face was white as 
death But she gave one look upwards, and smiled the 
sweetest, most child-mnocent smile, then heaped fresh 
wood on the fire, and, sitting down by the blaze, drew 
her wheel near her, and began to spin While she spun, 
she murmured a low strange song, to which the hum of 
the wheel made a kind of infinite S5miphony. At length 
she paused in her spinmng and singing, and glanced 
towards me, hke a mother who looks whether or not 
her child gives signs of waking She smiled when she 
saw that my eyes were open I asked her whether it 
was day yet She answered, “ It is always day here, so 
long as I keep my fire burmng ” 

I felt wonderfully refreshed, and a greal desire to 
see more of the island awoke within me I rose, and 
saying that I wished to look about me, went towards 
the door by which I had entered 

" Stay a moment,” said my hostess, with some 
trepidation in her voice ” Listen to me You will 
not see what you expect when you go out of that door. 
Only remember this whenever you wish to come back 
to me, enter wherever you see this mark ” 

She held up her left hand between me and the fire 
Upon the palm, which appeared almost transparent, I 
saw, m dark red, a mark hke this , which I took 
care to fix in my mind 

She then kissed me, and bade me good-bye with a 
solemmty that awed me , and bewildered me too, seeing 
I was only going out for a httle ramble in an island, 
which I did not believe larger than could easily be 
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compassed in a few hours’ walk at most. As I went 
she resumed her spinmng. 

I opened the door, and stepped out. The moment 
my foot touched the smooth sward, I seemed to issue 
from the door of an old bam on my father’s estate, 
where, m the hot afternoons, I used to go and lie amongst 
the straw, and read It seemed to me now that I had 
been asleep there At a httle distance in the field, I saw 
two of my brothers at play. The moment they caught 
sight of me, they called out to me to come and join 
them, which I did; and we played together as we had 
done years ago, till the red sim went down in the west, 
and the gray fog began to rise from the nver Then 
we went home together with a strange happiness As 
we went, we heard the continually renewed alarum of a 
landrail in the long grass One of my brothers and I 
separated to a httle distance, and each commenced 
ninmng towards the part whence the sound appeared 
to come, in the hope of approaching the spot where the 
bird was, and so gettmg at least a sight of it, if we 
should not be able to capture the httle creature My 
father's voice recalled us from tramphng down the rich 
long grass, soon to be cut down and laid aside for the 
winter I had quite forgotten all about Fairy Land, 
and the wonderful old woman, and the cunous red 
mark 

My favourite brother and I shared the same bed 
Some childish dispute arose between us; and our last 
words, ere we fell asleep, were not of kindness, not- 
withstanding the pleasures of the day. When I woke 
in the morning, I missed him He had nsen earJ_v, and 
had gone to bathe in the nver In another hour, he was 
brought home drowned Alas! alas! if we had only 



1 74 Phantastes 


gone to sleep as usual, the one with his arm about the 
other! Amidst the horror of the moment, a strange 
conviction flashed across my mind, that I had gone 
through the very same once before. 

I rushed out of the house, I knew not why, sobbing 
and crying bitterly. I ran through the fields in aimless 
distress, till, passing the old bam, I caught sight of 
a red mark on the door. The merest trifles sometimes 
nvet the attention in the deepest nusery, the intellect 
has so httle to do with gnef I went up to look at this 
mark, which I did not remember ever to have seen 
before As 1 looked at it, I thought I would go in and 
le down amongst the straw, for I was very weary with 
running about and weeping I opened the door; and 
there in the cottage sat the old woman as I had left 
her, at her spuming- wheel 

“ I did not expect you qmte so soon,” she said, as I 
shut the door behind me I went up to the couch, and 
ew myself on it with that fatigue wherewith one 
awa es from a feverish dream of hopeless gnef. 

The old woman sang 

The great sun, benighted. 

May faint from the sky. 

But love, once uplighted, 

Will never more die 


Form, with its brightness. 
From eyes will depart 
It walketh, m whiteness. 
The halls of the heart 


Ere she had ceased singing, my courage had returned 
j couch, and, without taking leave of 

e o woman, opened the door of Sighs, and sprang 
into what should appear. 
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I stood in a lordly hall, where, by a blazing fire on 
the hearth, sat a lady, waiting, I knew, for some one 
long desired A mirror was near me, but I saw that 
my form had no place within its depths, so I feared not 
that I should be seen The lady wonderfully resembled 
my marble lady, but was altogether of the daughters of 
men, and I could not tell whether or not it was she It 
was not for me she waited The tramp of a great horse 
^3^ng through the court without It ceased, and the 
dang of armour told that his nder ahghted, and the 
sound of his nnging heels approached the hall The 
door opened, but the lady waited, for she would meet 
fier lord alone He strode in she flew like a home- 
bound dove into his arms, and nestled on the hard steel 
It was the kmght of the soiled armour But now the 
minour shone like pohshed glass, and strange to teU, 
though the mir ror reflected not my form, I saw a dim 
shadow of myself in the shimng steel 

O my beloved, thou art come, and I am blessed.” 

Her soft fingers speedily overcame the hard clasp of 
tis helmet, one by one she undid the buckles of his 
mmour, and she toiled under the weight of the mail, 
as she would carry it aside Then she unclasped his 
greaves, and unbuckled his spurs, and once more she 
sprang into his arms, and laid her head where she could 
now feel the beating of his heart Then she disengaged 
herself from his embrace, and, moving back a step or 
two, gazed at him He stood there a mighty form, 
crowned with a noble head, where all sadness had dis- 
appeared, or had been absorbed in solemn purpose Yet 
I suppose that he looked more thoughtful than the lady 
had expected to see him, for she did not renew her 
caresses, although his face glowed with love, and the 
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gorgeous arras. I stood with an ocean of sighs frozen 
in my bosom I could remain no longer She was near 
me, and I could not see her; near me in the arms of 
one loved better than I, and I would not see her, and 
I would not be by her But how to escape from the 
nearness of the best beloved? I had not this time 
forgotten the mark, for the fact that I could not enter 
the sphere of these hving beings kept me aware that, for 
me, I moved in a vision, while they moved in hfe. I 
looked all about for the mark, but could see it nowhere, 
for I avoided looking just where it was There the dull 
red cipher glowed, on the very door of their secret 
chamber Struck with agony, I dashed it open, and fell 
at the feet of the ancient woman, who still spun on, the 
whole dissolved ocean of my sighs bursting from me m 
a storm of tearless sobs Whether I fainted or slept, I 
do not know , but, as I returned to consciousness, before 
I seemed to have power to move, I heard the woman 
singing, and could distmgmsh the words 

O hght of dead and of dying days I 

O Ixjvel in thy glory go, '' 

Tn a rosy mist and a moony maze. 

O’er the pathless peaks of snow 

But what IS left for the cold gray soul. 

That moans like a wounded dove ? 

One \vme is left m the broken bowl 1 — 

’Tis — To love, and love, and love 

Now I could weep When she saw me weepmg, she 
sang. 

Better to sit at the waters’ birth. 

Than a sea of waves to wm. 

To live in the love that floweth forth. 

Than the love that cometh in. 
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Be thy heaxt a well of love, my child. 

Flowing, and free, and sure. 

For a cistern of love, though undefiled. 

Keeps not the spirit pure 

I rose from the earth, loving the white lady as I had 
never loved her before ^ 

Then I walked up to the door of Dismay, and opened 
It, and went out And lo ! I came forth upon a crowded 
street, where men and women went to and fro m multi- 
tudes I knew it well, and, turning to one hand, walked 
sadly along the pavement. Suddenly I saw approaching 
nie, a little way off, a form well known to me {well 
known f — alas, how weak the word*) in the years when 
I thought my boyhood was left behind, and shortly 
before I entered the realm of Fairy Land Wrong and 
Sorrow had gone together, hand-m-hand as it is weU 
they do Unchangeably dear was that face It lay m 
oiy heart as a child lies in its own white bed, but I 
could not meet her 

“ Anything but that," I said, and, turning aside, 
sprang up the steps to a door, on which I fancied I saw 
the mystic sign I entered — ^not the mystenous cottage, 
t>ut her home I rushed wildly on, and stood by the 
door of her room 

" She is out," I said, " I will see the old room once 
more " 

I opened the door gently, and stood in a great solemn 
church A deep-toned beU, whose sounds throbbed and 
echoed and swam through the empty building, struck 
the hour of midnight The moon shone through the 
'vindows of the clerestory, and enough of the ghostly 
^diance was diffused through the church to let me see, 
Walking with a stately, yet somewhat trading and 
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few words he spoke were as mighty deeds for strength, 
but she led him towards the hearth, and seated him in 
an ancient chair, and set ^vlne before him, and sat at 
his feet 

“ I am sad,” he said, ” when I think of the youth 
whom I met twice in the forests of Fairy Land; and 
who, you say, twice, with his songs, roused you from 
the death-sleep of an evil enchantment There was some- 
thing noble in him, but it was a nobleness of thought, 
and not of deed He may yet pensh of vile fear ” 

“ Ah* ” returned the lady, *' you saved him once, and 
for that I thank you, for may I not say that I some- 
what loved him ^ But tell me how you fared, when you 
struck your battle-axe into the ash-tree, and he came 
and found you, for so much of the story you had told 
me, when the beggar-child came and took you away ” 

“ As soon as I saw him,” rejoined the knight, ” I 
knew that earthly arms availed not against such as he) 
and that my soul must meet him in its naked strength. 
So I unclasped my helm, and flung it on the ground, 
and, holding my good axe yet in my hand, gazed at him 
with steady eyes On he came, a horror indeed, but I 
did not flinch Endurance must conquer, where force 
could not reach He came nearer and nearer, till the 
ghastly face was close to mine A shudder as of death 
ran through me; but I think I did not move, for he 
seemed to quail, and retreated As soon as he gave 
back, I struck one more sturdy blow on the stem of his 
tree, that the forest rang , and then looked at him again 
He writhed and grinned with rage and apparent pain, 
and again approached me, but retreated sooner than 
before I heeded him no more, but hewed with a 
at the tree, till the trunk creaked, and the head bowed. 
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and with a crash it fell to the earth Then I looked up 
from my labour, and lo ! the spectre had vamshed, and 
I saw him no more ; nor ever in my wandenngs have I 
heard of him again/’ 

Well struck! well withstood! my hero,” said the 
lady 

But,” said the knight, somewhat troubled, “ dost 
thou love the youth still ^ ” 

‘ Ah! ” she rephed, “ how can I help it? He woke 
me from worse than death; he loved me I had never 
been for thee, if he had not sought me first. But I love 
him not as I love thee He was but the moon of my 
mght ; thou art the sun of my day, O beloved ” 

“ Thou art nght,” returned the noble man ” It were 
hard, indeed, not to have some love in return for such 
3- gift as he hath given thee I, too, owe him more than 
words can speak ” 

Humbled before them, with an aching and desolate 
heart, I yet could not restrain my words 

" Let me, then, be the moon of thy mght still, O 
woman ! And when thy day is beclouded, as the fairest 
days will be, let some song of mine comfort thee, as an 
old, withered, half-forgotten thing, that belongs to an 
micient mournful hour of uncompleted birth, which yet 
Was beautiful in its time " 

They sat silent, and I almost thought they were 
hstemng The colour of the lady’s eyes grew deeper 
and deeper; the slow tears grew, and filled them, and 
overflowed They rose, and passed, hand in hand, close 
to where I stood ; and each looked towards me m pass- 
ing Then they disappeared through a door which closed 
behind them, but, ere it closed, I saw that the room 
into which it opened was a rich chamber, hung wth 
M 73- 
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stumbling step, down the opposite aisle, for I stood in 
one of the transepts, a figure dressed in a white robe, 
whether for the night, or for that longer night which 
hes too deep for the day, I could not tell. Was it she? 
and was this her chamber? I crossed the church, and 
followed The figure stopped, seemed to ascend as it 
were a high bed, and lay down. I reached the place 
where it lay, ghmmenng white. The bed was a tomb. 
The hght was too ghostly to see clearly, but I passed 
my hand over the face and the hands and the feet, 
which were all bare They were cold — ^they were marble, 
but I knew them It grew dark I turned to retrace my 
steps, but found, ere long, that I had wandered into 
what seemed a httle chapel I groped about, seeking 
the door Eveiything I touched belonged to the dead 
My hands fell on the cold efiSgy of a loiight who lay 
with his legs crossed and his sword broken beside him 
He lay in his noble rest, and I hved on in ignoble stnfe 
I felt for the left hand and a certain finger, I found 
there the nng I knew he was one of my own ancestors 
I was in the chapel over the bunal-vault of my race 
I called aloud “ If any of the dead are moving here, 
let them take pity upon me, for I, alas! am^till ahve, 
and let some dead woman comfort me, for I am a 
stranger in the^ land of the dead, and see no hght ’ 
A warm kiss alighted on my hps through the dark 
And I said, “ The dead kiss well, I wiU not be afraid ” 
And a great hand was reached out of the dark, and 
grasped mine for a moment, mightily and tenderly I 
said to myself '* The veil between, though very dark, 
is very thin ” 

Gropmg my way further, I stumbled over the heavy 
stone that covered the entrance of the vault: and, in 



A Faerie Romance i8i 

stumbling, descried upon the stone the mark, glowing 
in red fire I caught the great ring All my effort could 
not have moved the huge slab , but it opened the door 
of the cottage, and I threw myself once more, pale and 
speechless, on the couch beside the ancient dame She 
sang once more 

Thou dreamest on a rock thou art. 

High o’er the broken wave. 

Thou fullest with a fearful start. 

But not into thy grave. 

For, waking in the morning’s light. 

Thou smilest at the vanished night 

So wdt thou sink, all pale and dumb. 

Into the famtmg gloom. 

But ere the coming terrors come, 

Thou wak’st — ^where is the tomb ? 

Thou wak’st — the dead ones smile above. 

With hovering arms of sleepless love 

She paused; then sang again 

We weep for gladness, weep for gnef; 

The tears they are the same. 

We sigh for longmg, and relief. 

The sighs have but one name 

And mingled in the dying strife. 

Are moans that are not sad. 

The pangs of death are throbs of life. 

Its sighs are sometimes glad 

The face is very strange and white 
It IS Earth’s only spot 
That feebly flickers back the hght 
The living segth not 

I fell asleep, and slept a dreamless sleep, for I know 
not how long When I awoke, I found that my hostess 
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had moved from where slie had been sitting, and now 
sat between me and the fourth door I guessed that her 
design was to prevent my entering there I sprang from 
the couch, and darted past her to the door. I opened 
it at once and went out. AH I remember is a erj^ of 
distress from the woman* " Don't go there, my child! 
Don’t go there! ” But I was gone 
I knew nothing more ; or, if I did, I had forgot it all 
when I awoke to consciousness, lying on the floor of 
the cottage, with my head in the lap of the woman, 
who was weeping over me, and stroking my hair with 
both hands, talking to me as a mother might talk to a 
sick and sleeping, or a dead child. As soon as I looked 
up and saw her, she smiled through her tears; smiled 
with withered face and young eyes, till her countenance 
was irradiated with the light of the smile Then she 
bathed my head and face and hands in an icy cold, 
colourless hquid, which smelt a httle of damp earth. 
Immediately I was able to sit up She rose and put 
some food before me When I had eaten, she said * 

Listen to me, my child You must leave me 
directly! " 

Leave you! ” I said " I am so happy with you 
I never was so happy m my hfe ” 

But you must go,” she rejoined sadly. " Listen! 
What do you hear? ” 


I hear the sound as of a great throbbing of water ” 
Ah! you do hear it? Well, I had to go through 
that door ^the door of the Timeless ” (and she shuddered 
as she pointed to the fourth door) — " to find you, for 
if I had not gone, you would never have entered again, 
and because I went, the waters around my cottage will 
nse and rise, and flow and come, till they build a great 
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firmament of waters over my dwelling But as long as 
I keep my fire burning, they cannot enter I have fuel 
enough for years, and after one year they will sink 
away again, and be just as they were before you came 
I have not been buned for a hundred years now ” And 
she smiled and wept. 

” Alas! alas* ” I cned “ I have brought this evil on 
the best and kindest of friends, who has filled my heart 
with great gifts " 

“ Do not think of that/' she rejoined " I can bear 
it very well. You will come back to me some day, I 
know But I beg you, for my sake, my dear child, to 
do one thing In whatever sorrow you may be, however 
inconsolable and irremediable it may appear, beheve me 
that the old woman in the cottage, with the young eyes ” 
(and she smiled), " knows something, though she must 
not always teU it, that would qmte satisfy you about it, 
even m the worst moments of your distress Now you 
must go ” 

“ But how can I go, if the waters are all about, 
and if the doors aU lead into other regions and other 
worlds? ” 

" This is not an island,” she rephed, ” but is joined 
to the land by a narrow neck, and for the door, I will 
lead you myself through the nght one ” 

She took my hand, and led me through the third 
door, whereupon I found myself standing in the deep 
grassy turf on which I had landed from the httle boat, 
but upon the opposite side of the cottage She pointed 
out the direction I must take, to find the isthmus and 
escape the rising waters 

Then putting her arms around me, she held me to 
her bosom; and as I kissed her, I felt as if I were 
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leaving my mother for the first time, and could not 
help weeping bitterly. At length she gently pushed me 
away, and with the words, “ Go, my son, and do some- 
thing worth doing,” turned back, and, entenng the 
cottage, closed the door behind her 
I felt very desolate as I went 
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CHAPTER XX 

" Thoxi hadst no fame , that whtch thou didst like good 
but thy appetite that swayed thy blood 
For that time to the best , for as a blast 
That through a house comes, usually doth cast 
Things out of order, yet by chance may come 
And blow some one thing to his proper room, 

So did thy appetite, and not thy zeal. 

Sway thee by chance to do some one thing well ” 

Fletcher’s Faithful Shepherdess 

'' The noble hart that harbours vertuous thought 
And is with childe of glorious great intent. 

Can never rest, until it forth have brought 
Th’ eternall brood of glone excellent ” , 

Spenser, The Faene Queene 

1 HAD not gone very far before I felt that the turf 
beneath my feet was soaked with the nsing waters. 
But I reached the isthmus m safety It was rocky, and 
so much higher than the level of the pemnsula, that I 
had plenty of time to cross. I saw on each side of me 
the water rising rapidly, altogether without wind, or 
Violent motion, or broken waves, but as if a slow strong 
hre were glowing beneath it Ascending a steep acchvity, 
I found myself at last in an open, rocky country After 
travelhng for some hours, as nearly in a straight hne 
as I could, I arrived at a lonely tower, built on the top 
of a httle hdl, which overlooked the whole neighbounng 
country As I approached, I heard the clang of an anvil, 
and so rapid were the blows, that I despaired of making 
myself heard till a pause in the work should ensue It 
was some minutes before a cessation took' place, but 
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when it did, I knocked loudly, and had not long to wait; 
for, a moment after, the door was partly opened by a 
noble-looking youth, half-undressed, glowing wth heat, 
and begnmed with the blackness of the forge. In one 
hand he held a sword, so lately from the furnace that 
it yet shone with a dull fire As soon as he saw me, he 
threw the door wide open, and standing aside, invited 
me very cordially to enter I did so , when he shut and 
bolted the door most carefully, and then led the way 
inwards He brought me into a rude hall, which seemed 
to occupy almost the whole of the ground floor of the 
httle tower, and which I saw was now being used as a 
workshop A huge fire roared on the hearth, beside 
which was an anvil By the anvil stood, in similar un- 
dress, and in a waiting attitude, hammer in hand, a 
second youth, taU as the former, but far more slightly 
built Reversing the usual course of perception m such 
meetings, I thought them, at first sight, very unlike, 
and at the second glance, knew that they were brothers 
The former, and apparently the elder, was muscular 
and dark, with curling hair, and large hazel eyes, which 
sometimes grew wondrously soft llie second was 
slender and fair, yet with a countenance like an eagle, 
and an eye which, though pale blue, shone with an 
almost fierce expression He stood erect, as if looking 
from a lofty mountain crag, over a vast plain out- 
stretched below As soon as we entered the hall, the 
elder turned to me, and I saw that a glow of satisfaction 
shone on both their faces To my surprise and great 
pleasure, he addressed me thus 

Brother, will you sit by the fire and rest, till we 
finish this part of our work? " 

I sigmfied my assent, and, resolved to await any 
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disclosure they might be inchned to make, seated myself 
in silence near the hearth. 

The elder brother then laid the sword m the fire, 
covered it well over, and when it had attained a suffi- 
cient degree of heat, drew it out and laid it on the anvil, 
moving it carefully about, while the younger, with a 
succession of quick smart blows, appeared either to be 
weldmg it, or hammenng one part of it to a consenting 
shape with the rest Having fimshed, they laid it care- 
fully in the fire, and, when it was very hot mdeed, 
plunged it into a vessel full of some hqmd, whence a 
blue flame sprang upwards, as the glowing steel entered 
There they left it, and drawing two stools to the fire, 
sat down, one on each side of me 

“ We are very glad to see you, brother We have 
been expecting you for some days,” said the dark-haired 
youth 

” I am proud to be called your brother,” I rejoined; 
” and you will not think I refuse the name, if I desire 
to know why you honour me vuth it^ ” 

“Ahl then he does not know about it, said the 
younger ” We thought you had known of the bond 
betwixt us, and the work we have to do together. You 
must teU him, brother, from the first ” 

So the elder began 

” Our father is king of this country Before we were 
bom, three giant brothers had appeared in the land 
Ho one knew exactly when, and no one had the least 
idea whence they came They took possession of a 
ruined castle that had stood unchanged and unoccupied 
within the memory of any of the country people. The 
vaults of tlus castle had remained uninjured by time, 
and these, I presume, tlicy made use of at first Thev 
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were rarely seen, and never offered the least injury to 
any one, so that they were regarded in the neighbour- 
hood as at least perfectly harmless, if not rather benevo- 
lent beings But it began to be observed, that the old 
castle had assumed somehow or other, no one knew 
when or how, a somewhat different look from what it 
used to have Not only were several breaches in the 
lower part of the walls built up, but actually some of 
the battlements which yet stood, had been repaired, 
apparently to prevent them from falling into worse 
decay, while the more important parts were being 
restored Of course, every one supposed the giants 
must have a hand in the work, but no one ever saw 
them engaged in it The peasants became yet more 
uneasy, after one, who had concealed himself, and 
watched all mght, in the neighbourhood of the castle, 

, reported that he had seen, in full moonhght, the three 
huge giants workmg with might and mam, all mght 
long, restoring to their former position some massive 
stones, formerly steps of a grand turnpike stair, a great 
portion of which had long since fallen, along with part 
of the wall of the round tower m which it had been 
built This wall they were completing, foot by foot, 
along with the stair But the people said they had no 
]ust pretext for mterfenng although the real reason 
for letting the giants alone was, that everybody was far 
too much afraid of them to interrupt them 

" At length, with the help of a neighbounng quarry, 
the whole of the external wall of the castle was fimshed 
And now the country folks were m greater fear than 
before But for several years the giants remained very 
peaceful The reason of this was afterwards supposed 
to be the fact, that they were distantly related to several 
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good people in the country , for, as long as these lived, 
they remained quiet , but as soon as they were all dead 
the real nature of the giants broke out. Having com- 
pleted the outside of their castle, they proceeded, by 
spoihng the country houses around them, to make a 
quiet luxunous provision for their comfort within 
Affairs reached such a pass, that the news of their 
robbenes came to my father’s ears, but he, alas! was 
so cnppled m his resources, by a war he was carrying 
on with a neighbounng pnnce, that he could only spare 
a very few men, to attempt the capture of their strong- 
hold Upon these the giants issued in the night, and 
slew every man of them And now, grown bolder by 
Success and impunity, they no longer confined their 
depredations to property, but began to seize the persons 
of their distinguished neighbours, knights and ladies, 
and hold them m durance, the misery of which was 
heightened by all manner of mdigmty, until they were 
redeemed by their fnends, at an exorbitant ransom 
Many knights have adventured their overthrow, but to 
their own instead; for they have all been slam, or 
captured, or forced to make a hasty retreat To crown 
their enormities, if any man now attempts their destruc- 
tion, they, immediately upon his defeat, put one or 
more of their captives to a shameful death, on a turret 
m sight of all passers-by, so that they have been much 
less molested of late , and we, although we have burned, 
for years, to attack these demons and destroy them, 
dared not, for the sake of their captives, nsk the ad- 
venture, before we should have reached at least our 
earhest manhood Now, however, we are preparing for 
the attempt, and the grounds of this preparation are 
these Having only the resolution, and not the experience 
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necessary for the undertaking, we went and consulted 
a lonely woman of wisdom, who lives not very far from 
here, m the direction of the quarter from which you 
have come She received us most kindly, and gave us 
what seems to us the best of advice. She first inquired 
what expenence we had had m arms We told her we 
had been well exercised from our boyhood, and for some 
years had kept ourselves in constant practice, with a 
view to this necessity 

But you have not actually fought for hfe and 
death? ' said she 

‘ We were forced to confess we had not 

So much the better in some respects,’ she rephed 
Now hsten to me Go first and work with an armourer, 
for as long time as you find needful to obtain a know- 
ledge of his craft, which will not be long, seeing your 
hearts will be all in the work Then go to some lonely 
tower, you two alone Receive no visits from man or 
woman There forge for yourselves every piece of 
armour that you wish to wear, or to use, m your coming 
encounter And keep up your exercises As, however, 
two of you can be no match for the three giants, I will 
find you, if I can, a third brother, who will take on 
himself the third share of the fight, and the preparation 
Indeed, I have already seen one who will, I think, be the 
very man for your fellowship, but it will be some time 
before he comes to me He is wandenng now without 
an aim I will show him to you in a glass, and, when he 
comes, you will know him at once. If he will share your 
endeavours, you must teach him all you know, and he 
wiU repay you well, m present song, and in future deeds ’ 

She opened the door of a curious old cabinet that 
stood m the room On the inside of this door was an 
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oval convex mirror. Looking in it for some time, we at 
length saw reflected the place where we stood, and the 
old dame seated in her chair Our forms were not 
reflected But at the feet of the dame lay a young man, 
yourself, weeping , j 

“ ' Surely this youth vdli not serve our ends, sai , 
‘ for he weeps.’ 

“ The old woman smiled ^ Past tears are presen 
strength,’ said she. 

Oh» ’ said my brother, ' I saw you weep once over 

an eagle you shot ’ 4.1, » t 

” ' That was because it was so like you, bro er, 
replied; ‘ but indeed, this youth may have better cause 

for tears than that — was wrong ' ^ . 1 

“ ‘ Wait a while,’ said the woman, ‘ d / 

he will make you weep till your tears are dry o 
Tears are the only cure for weeping An 
need of the cure, before you go forth ^ rnmes ’ 

You must wait for him, m your tower, ® ^ 

“ XT 'x u we will soon teach you to 

Now If you mil g ht together, and 

make your armour and we ® ver three loved 
work together, and love each oth -4.0 »» 

before And you wiU smg to » g t jt jg 

only at times that the pow g j 

For that I must to enhven the labour ” 

work well, song will not f g,otgers required 

mswasallthe oouipact made.^^ of giving anything 
nothing more, an^ „pper garments 

“"t usSTf tta sworf," I said •' I am 

u ^ ’^“Tmv white bands beside yours so nobly soUed 
“d b7 ttat shame will soon be wiped away '• 
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" No, no ; we will not work to-day. Rest is as needful 
as toil. Bring the wine, brother; it is your turn to 
serve to-day.’' 

The younger brother soon covered a table with rough 
viands, but good wine ; and we ate and drank heartily, 
beside our work Before the meal was over, I had learned 
all their story. Each had something in his heart winch 
made the conviction, that he would victonously perish 
in the coming conflict, a real sorrow to him. Otherwise 
they thought they would have hved enough The causes 
of their trouble were respectively these 
While they wrought With an armourer, m a city famed 
for workmanship in steel and silver, the elder had fallen 
m love with a lady as far beneath him in real rank, as 
she was above the station he had as apprentice to an 
armourer Nor did he seek to further his suit by dis- 
covenng himself, but there was simply so much man- 
hood about him, that no one ever thought of rank when 
in his company This is what his brother said about it 
The lady could not help loving him m return He told 
her when he deft her, that he had a perilous adventure 
before him, and that when it was achieved, she would 
either see him return to claim her, or hear that he had 
died with honour The younger brother’s grief arose 
from the fact, that, if they were both slam, his old 
father, the kmg, would be childless His love for his 
father was so exceeding, that to one unable to S5nnpathise 
with it, it would have appeared extravagant Both loved 
him equally at heart , but the love of the younger had 
been more developed, because his thoughts and anxieties 
had not been otherwise occupied "N^en at home, he 
had been his constant companion, and, of late, had 
ministered to the infirmities of his growing age The 
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youth was never weary of listening to the tales of his 
sire s youthful adventures, and had not yet in the 
smallest degree lost the conviction, that his father was 
the greatest man in the world The grandest tnumph 
possible to his conception was, to return to his father, 
^den with the spoils of one of the hated giants But they 
oth were in some dread, lest the thought of the loneli- 
ness of these two might occur to them, in the moment 
when decision was most necessary, and disturb, in some 
degree, the self-possession reqmsite for the success of 
their attempt For, as I have said, they were yet untned 
m actual conflict “ Now,” thought I, " I see to what 
the powers of my gift must minister.” For my own part, 

I did not dread death, for I had nothing to care to live 
tor; but I dreaded the encounter because of the responsi- 
bihty connected* with it I resolved however to woric 
tiard, and thus grow cool, and qmck, and forceful 
The time passed away m work and song, m talk and 
ramble, in fnendly fight and brotherly aid I would not 
forge for myself armoiu of heavy mail like theirs, for I 
Was not so powerful as they, and depended more for 
any success I might secure, upon nimbleness of motion, 
certainty of eye, and ready response of hand Therefore 
I began to make for myself a shirt of steel plates and 
rings , which work, while more troublesome, was better 
suited to me than the heavier labour Much assistance 
did the brothers give me, even after, by their instruc- 
tions, I was able to make some progress alone. Their 
work was in a moment abandoned, to render any required 
aid to mine As the old woman had promised, I tned 
to repay them with song, and man} were the tears Ihej 
hoth shed over my ballads and dirges TJie songs they 
hked best to hear w'cre tw^o which I made for tliem 

K 7ii 
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They were not half so good as many others I knew, 
especially some I had learned from the wise woman in 
the cottage, but what comes nearest to our needs we 
like the best 


I 

The king sat on hts throne 
Glowing in gold and red , 

The crown m his right hand shone. 

And the gray hairs crowned his head 

His only son walks in. 

And in walls of steel he stands 
" Make me, O father, strong to win. 

With the blessing of holy hands ’* 

He knelt before his sire. 

Who blessed him with feeble smile, 

His eyes shone out with a kingly fire. 

But his old hps quivered the while 

" Go to the fight, my son, 

Brmg back the giant’s head , 

And the crown with which my brows have done, 
Shall ghtter on thme instead ” 

" My father, I seek no crown, 

But unspoken praise from thee. 

For thy people’s good, arid thy renown, 

I will die to set them free ” 

The king sat down and waited there, 

-And rose not, mght nor day. 

Till a sound of shoutmg filled the air, 

And cries of a sore dismay. 

Then like a king he sat once more. 

With the crown upon his head , 

And up to the throne the people bore 
A mighty giant dead 
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And np to the throne the people bore 
A pale and lifeless boy 
The kmg rose up like a prophet of yore. 
In a lofly, deathlike joy 

He put the cro’ivn on the chilly brow 
“ Thou should’st have reigned with me. 
But Death is the kmg of both, £ind now 
I go to obey vuth thee 

" Surely some good m me there lay. 

To beget the noble one ” 

The old man smiled hke a vunter day. 

And feU beside his som 


II 

" O lady, thy lover is dead“" they cned , - 

" He is dead, but hath slam the foe. 

He hath left his name to be magmfied 
In a song of -wonder and voe ” 

" Alas' I am well repaid,” said she, 

" With a pam that stmgs like joy 
For I feared, from his tenderness to me. 

That he was but a feeble boy. 

” Now I shall hold my head on high. 

The queen among my kind. 

If ye hear a sound, 'tis only a sigh 
For a glory left behmd ” 

The first three times I sang these songs they both 
wept passionately But after the third time, the3? wept 
no more Their eyes shone, and their faces grew pale, 
but they never wept at any of my songs again. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

“ 7 put my hfe t« my hands "—The Book of Judges. 

At length, with much toil and equal dehght, our armour 
was finished We armed each other, and tested the 
strength of the defence, with many blows of loving force 
I was inferior in 'strength to both my brothers, but a 
little more agile than either, and upon this agihty, 
]oined to precision in hitting with the point of my 
weapon, I grounded my hopes of success in the ensuing 
combat I likewise laboured to develop yet more the 
keenness of sight with which I was naturally gifted, 
and, from the remarks of my companions, I soon learned 
that my endeavours were not in vain 
The morning arrived on which we had determined to 
make the attempt, and succeed or perish — ^perhaps both. 
We had resolved to fight on foot, knowing that the 
mishap of many of the knights who had made the 
attempt, had resulted from the fnght of their horses at 
appearance of the giants, and believing wath Sir 
awain, that, though mare's sons might be false to us, 
the earth would never prove a traitor But most of our 

preparations were, m their immediate aim at least, 
frustrated 

We rose, that fatal morning, by daybreak We had 
rested from all labour the day before, and now were 
resh as the lark We bathed in cold spring water, and 
dressed ourselves m clean garments, vnth a sense of 
preparation, as for a solemn festivity When we had 
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broken onr fast, I took an old lyre, which I had found 
in the tower and had myself repaired, and sung for the 
last time the two ballads of which I have said so much 
already I followed them with this, for a closing song 

* Oh, well for him who breaks his dream 
With the blow that ends the strife. 

And, waking, knows the peace that flows 
Around the pain of hfe ! 

We are dead, my brothers! Our bodies clasp. 

As an armour, our souls about, 

This hand is the battle-axe I grasp. 

And this my hammer stout 

Fear not, my brothers, for we^are dead , 

No noise can break our rest, 

The calm of the grave is about the head. 

And the heart heaves not the breast 

And our life we throw to our people back. 

To live -with, a further store. 

We leave it them, that there be no lack 
In the land where v e live no more 

Oh, well for him who breaks his dream 
With the blow that ends the strife. 

And, vakmg, knows the peace that flows 
Around the noise of life ! * 

As the last few tones of the instrument were follow ng, 
like a dirge, the death of the song, we aU sprang to our 
feet For, through one of the httle wndows of the 
tower, towards which I had looked as I sang, I saiv', 
suddenly nsing over the edge of the slope on which our 
tower stood, three enormous heads The brothers knew 
at once, by my looks, what caused my sudden movement 
We were utterly imarmed, and there was no time to arm 
But we seemed to adopt the same resolution simul- 
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taneously, for each caught up his favourite weapon, 
and, leaving his defence behind, sprang to the door I 
snatched up a long rapier, abruptly, but very finely 
pointed, in my sword-hand, and in the other a sabre, 
the elder brother seized his heavy battle-axe, and the 
younger, a great, two-handed sword, which he wielded 
in one hand like a feather We had ]ust time to get clear 
of the tower, embrace and say good-bye, and part to 
some little distance, that we might not encumber each 
other s motions, ere the tnple giant -brotherhood drew 
near to attack us They were about twice our height, 
and armed to the teeth Through the visors of their 
helmets their monstrous eyes shone with a homble 
ferocity I was in the middle position, and the middle 
giant approached me My eyes were busy with his 
armour, and I was not a moment in settling my mode 
of attack I saw that his body-armour was somewhat 
clumsily made, and that the overlappings in the lower 
part had more play than necessary, and I hoped that, 
in a fortunate moment, some joint would open a little, 
in a visible and accessible part I stood till' he came 
near enough to aim a blow at me with the mace, which 
has been, in all ages, the favourite weapon of giants, 
when, of course, I leaped aside, and let the blow fall 
upon the spot where I had been standing I expected 
this would strain the joints of his armour yet more Full 
of fury, he made at me again, but I kept hrni busy, 
constantly eluding his blows, and hoping thus to fatigue 
him He did not seem to fear any assault from me, and 
I attempted none as yet , but while I watched his motions 
in order to avoid his blows, I, at the same time, kept- 
equal watch upon those joints of his armour, through 
some one of wluch I hoped to reach his hfe. At length, 
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as if somewhat fatigued, he paused a moment, and drew 
himself slightly up , I bounded forward, foot and hand, 
ran my rapier nght through to the armour of his back, 
let go the hilt, and passing under his right arm, turned 
as he fell, and flew' at him wth my sabre At one happy 
blow I dnoded the band of his helmet, which fell off, 
and allowed me, with a second cut across the eyes, to 
blind him qmte, after \vhich I clove his head, and 
turned, uninjured, to sec how my brothers had fared 
Both the giants were down, but so were my brothers I 
flew first to the one and then to the other couple Both 
pairs of combatants were dead, and yet locked together, 
as m the death-struggle. The elder had buned his battle- 
axe m the body of his foe, and had fallen beneath him 
as he fell Tlie giant had strangled him m his own 
death-agonies. The younger had nearly hewn off the 
left leg of his enemy ; and, grappled with in the act, had, 
while they rolled together on the earth, found for his 
dagger k passage betwixt the gorget and cuirass of the 
giant, and stabbed him mortally in the throat The 
blood from the giant’s throat was yet pouring over the 
hand of his foe, which still grasped the hilt of the dagger 
sheathed m the wound They lay silent I, the least 
worthy, renaamed the sole survivor in the hsts 
As I stood exhausted amidst the dead, after the first 
worthy deed of my hfe, I suddenly looked behind me, 
and there lay the Shadow, black m the sunshine I went 
into the lonely tower, and there lay the useless armour 
of the noble youths — ^supine as they Ah, how sad it 
looked' It was a glorious death, but it was death My 
songs could not comfort me now I was almost ashamed 
that I was ahve, when they, the true-hearted, were no 
more And yet I breathed freer to think that I had gone 
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through the tnal, and had not failed. And perhaps I 
may he forgiven, if some feelings of pride arose in my 
bosom, when I looked down on the mighty form that 
lay dead by my hand 

“ After all, however,” I said to myself, and my heart 
sank, " it was only s kill Your giant was but a 
blunderer ” 

I left the bodies of friends and foes, peaceful enough 
when the death-fight was over, and, hastening to the 
country below, roused the peasants They came with 
shouting and gladness, bnngmg waggons to carry the 
bodies I resolved to take the princes home to their 
father, each as he lay, in the arms of his country’s foe. 
But first I searched the giants, and found the keys of 
their castle, to which I repaired, followed by a great 
company of the people It was a place of wonderful 
strength I released the pnsoners, kmghts and ladies, 
all in a sad condition, from the cruelties and neglects of 
the giants It humbled me to see them crowding round 
me with thanks, when in truth the glonous brothers, 
lying dead by their lonely tower, were those to whom 
the “thanks belonged I had but aided in carrying out 
the thought bom in their brain, and uttered in visible 
form before ever I laid hold thereupon Yet I did count 
myself happy to have been chosen for their brother in 
this great deed 

After a few hours spent in refreshing and clothing \ 
the prisoners, we all commenced our journey towards 
the capital This was slow at first , but, as the strength 
and spints of the prisoners returned, it became more 
rapid, and in three days we reached the palace of the 
king As we entered the aty gates, with the huge bulks 
Ij-nng each on a waggon drawn by horses, and two of 
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them inextricably intertwined with the dead bodies of 
their princes, the people raised a shout and then a cry, 
and followed in multitudes the solemn procession 
I wiU not attempt to descnbe the behaviour of the 
grand old king Joy and pnde in his sons overcame his 
sorrow at their loss On me he heaped every kmdness 
that heart could devise or hand execute He used to sit 
and question me, night after night, about ever5d;hmg 
that was in any way connected with them and their 
preparations Our mode of hfe, and relation to each 
other, dunng the time we spent together, was a constant 
theme He entered mto the minutest details of the 
construction of the armour, even to a pecuhar mode of 
nveting some of the plates, with unwearying interest 
This armour I had intended to beg of the kmg, as my 
sole memorials of the contest, but, when I saw the 
dehght he took in contemplating it, and the consolation 
it appeared to afford him in his sorrow, I could not ask 
for it, but, at his request, left my own, weapons and 
ail, to be joined with theirs m a trophy, erected in the 
grand square of the palace The kmg, with gorgeous 
ceremony, dubbed me kmght with his own old hand, 
in which trembled the sword of his youth 

During the short time I remained, my company was, 
naturally, much courted by the young nobles I was m 
a constant round of gaiety and diversion, notwithstand- 
ing that the court was in mourning For the country 
Was so rejoiced at the death of the giants, and so many 
of their lost friends had been restored to the nobihty 
and men of wealth, that the gladness surpassed the gnef. 

“ Ye have indeed left your hves to your people, my 
great brothers' ” I said 

But I was ever and ever haunted -by the old shadow, 



Phantastcs 

which I had not seen all the time that I was at \\ork 
in the tower. Even in the society' of the ladies of the 
court, who seemed to think it only their duty to make 
my stay tliere as pleasant to me as possible, I could not 
help being conscious of its presence, although it might 
not be annoying me at the time. At length, somewhat 
weary of uninterrupted pleasure, and nowse strengthened 
thereby, either in body or mind, I put on a splendid 
smt of armour of steel inlaid with silver, which the old 
king had given me, and, moimting the horse on which 
it had been brought to me, took my leave of the palace, 
to visit the distant city m which the lady dwelt, whom 
the elder pnnee had loved I anticipated a sore task, in 
conve3ang to her the news of his glonous fate but this 
spared me, in a manner as strange as anything 
that had happened to me m Fairy Land. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

*' Ntemand hat meine Gestalt als der Ich ” 

Schoppe, in Jean Paul’s Titan 

" No one has my form but the I ” 

" Joy’s a subtil elf 

I think man’s happiest when he forgets himself” 

Cyril Tourneur, The Revenger’s Tragedy 

On the third day of my journey, I was ndmg gently 
along a road, apparently httle frequented, to judge from 
the grass that grew upon it I was approaching a forest 
Everywhere m Fairy Land forests are the places where 
one may most certainly expect adventures As I drew 
near, a youth, unarmed, gentle, and beautiful, who had 
just cut a branch from a yew growing on the skirts of 
the wood, evidently to make himself a bow, met me, 
nnd thus accosted me 

" Sir kmght, be careful as thou ndest through this 
forest, for it is said to be strangely enchanted, m a 
sort which even those who have been witnesses of its 
enchantment can hardly describe ” 

I thanked him for his advice, which I promised to 
follow, and rode on But the moment I entered the 
wood, it seemed to me that, if enchantment there was, 
it must be of a good kind, for the Shadow, which had 
been more than usually dark and distressing, since I had 
set out on this journey, suddenly disappeared I felt a 
wonderful elevation of spirits, and began to reflect on 
my past life, and especially on my combat \vith the 
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giants, with such satisfaction, that I had actually to 
remind myself that I had only killed one of them ; and 
that, but for the brothers, I should never have had the 
idea of attacking them, not to mention the smallest 
power of standing to it StiU I rejoiced, and counted 
myself amongst the glonous knights of old , having even 
the unspeakable presumption — ^my shame and self-con- 
demnation at the memory of it are such, that I write it 
as the only and sorest penance I can perform — ^to think 
of myself (will the world believe it ?) as side by side with 
Sir Galahad! Scarcely had the thought been bom in 
my mind, when, approaching me from the left, through 
the trees, I espied a resplendent knight, of mighty size, 
whose armour seemed to shine of itself, without the sun 
When he drew near, I was astomshed to see that this 
armour was like my own, nay, I could trace, hne for 
hne, the correspondence of the inlaid silver to the device 
on my own His horse, too, was like rmne m colour, 
form, and motion, save that, like his nder, he was 
greater and fiercer than his counterpart The knight 
rode with beaver up As he halted right opposite to me 
in the narrow path, barring my way, I saw the reflection _ 
of my countenance m the centre plate of shming steel 
on his breastplate Above it rose the same face — ^his 
face only, as I have said, larger and fiercer I was 
bewildered I could not help feehng some admiration 
of him, but it was mingled with a dim conviction that 
he was evil, and that I ought to fight with him 
Let me pass,” I said 
When I Will,” he rephed 

Something within me said ” Spear in rest, and nde 
at him! else thou art for ever a slave ” 

1 tried, but my arm trembled so much, that I could 
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^ot couch my lance. To teU the truth, I, who had over- 
rule the giant, shook hke a coward before this knight 
e gave a scornful laugh, that echoed through the wood, 

T7 ^orse, and said, without looking round. 

Follow me ” 

I obeyed, abashed and stupefied How long he led, 
^ ow long I followed, I cannot tell " I never knew 
sery before,” 1 said to myself “ Would that I had 
j. , struck him, and had had my death-blow in 
dpf ^ Why, then, do I not call to him to wheel and 
imself? Alas I I know not why, but I cannot 
e 00k from him would cow me like a beaten hound ” 
i lofiowed, and was silent 

came to a dreary square tower, in the 
had ° ^ dense forest. It looked as if scarce a tree 
verv down to make room for it Across the 

th^th grew the stem of a tree, so large 

ente room to squeeze past it in order to 

onlv^ ^serable square hole in the roof was the 

® suggestion of a window Turret or battle- 
Clear* masonry of any kind, it had none 

cnded^^ smooth and massy, it rose from its base, and 
carned'T^^ ^ straight and unbroken. The roof, 
^l>Shtl ^ centre from each of the four walls, rose 
base / ^ point where the rafters met Round the 
^rancb^^ several httle heaps of either bits of broken 
^ coulf^^' Withered and peeled, or half- whitened bones, 
ground distinguish which As I approached, the 
^ght hoHow beneath my horse's hoofs The 

past th ^ great key from his pocket, and reaching 
doo' difficulty opened 

Pruned ^ ^isrnount,” he commanded I obeyed He 

^y horse’s head away from the tower, gave him ^ 
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a temblc blow witli the flat side of Ins sword, and sent 
him madly tearing through the forest 

" Now," said he, " enter, and take your companion 
wth you." 

I looked round* knight and horse had vanished, and 
behind me lay the horrible shadow I entered, for I 
could not help myself, and tJie shadow followed me 
I had a ternble conviction that the knight and he were 
one The door closed behind me. 

Now I was indeed in pitiful plight There was literally 
nothing in the tower but my shadow and me The walls 
rose nght up to the roof, in which, as I had seen from 
without, there was one little square opening. This I 
now knew to be the only window the tower possessed 
I sat down on the floor, m listless wretchedness I think 
I must have fallen asleep, and have slept for hours, for 
I suddenly became aware of existence, in observing that 
the moon was shimng through the hole in the roof As 
she rose higher and higher, her hght crept down the 
wall over me, till at last it shone right upon my head 
Instantaneously the walls of the tow'^er seemed to vanish 
away hke a mist I sat beneath a beech, on the edge of 
a forest, and the open country lay, in the moonlight, 
for miles and miles around me, spotted with glimmering 
houses and spires and towers I thought with myself, 
“Oh, ]oy! it was only a dream, the horrible narrow 
waste is gone, and I wake beneath a beech-tree, perhaps 
one that loves me, and I can go where I wiU ” I rose, 
as I thought, and walked about, and did what I would, 
but ever kept near the tree, for always, and, of course, 
smee my meeting with the woman of the beech-tree far 
more than ever, I loved that tree So the night wore 
on I waited for the sun to nse, before I could venture 
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to renew my journey But as soon as the first faint fight 
of the dawn appeared, instead of shimng upon me from 
the eye of the mormng, it stole hke a fainting ghost 
through the httle square hole above my head, and the 
walls came out as the fight grew, and the glonous night 
was swallowed up of the hateful day The long dreary 
day passed My shadow lay black on the floor I felt 
no hunger, no need of food The night came The moon 
shone I watched her fight slowly descending the wall, 
^ I might have watched, adown the sky, the long, 
swift approach of a helping angel Her rays touched 
me, and I was free Thus night after night passed away 
I should have died but for this Every night the con- 
viction returned, that I was free Every mormng I sat 
wretchedly disconsolate At length, when the course of 
the moon no longer perrmtted her beams to touch me, 
the night was dreary as the day When I slept, I was 
somewhat consoled by my dreams, but all the time I 
dreamed, I knew that I was only dreaming But one 
night, at length, the moon, a mere shred of pallor, 
scattered a few thin ghostly rays upon me , and I think 
I fell asleep and dreamed I sat m an autumn night 
before the vintage, on a hill overlooking my own castle. 
My heart sprang with joy. Oh, to be a child again, 
innocent, fearless, without shame or desire 1 I walked 
down to the castle All were in consternation at my 
absence My sisters were weeping for my loss They 
sprang up and clung to me, wth incoherent cnes, as I 
entered My old friends came flocking round me. A 
gray fight shone on the roof of the hall It was the 
fight of the da^vn shimng through the square window 
of my .tower. More earnestly than ever, I longed for 
freedom after this dream, more drearily than ever. 



2o8 Phantastes 

crept on the next wretched day I measured by the 
sunbeams, caught through the little ^^^ndow m the trap 
of my tower, how it went by, waiting only for the dreams 
of the night 

About noon, I started as if something foreign to all 
my senses and all my experience, had suddenly invaded 
me, yet it was only the voice of a woman singing My 
whole frame quivered with joy, surprise, and the sensa- 
tion of the unforeseen Like a living soul, hke an in- 
carnation of Nature, the song entered my prison-house. 
Each tone folded its wings, and laid itself, hke a caressing ^ 
bird, upon my heart It bathed me hke a sea, imvrapt 
me hke an odorous vapour, entered my soul hke a long 
draught of clear spring- water, shone upon me like 
essential sunhght, soothed me like a mother’s voice 
and hand Yet, as the clearest forest-well tastes some- 
times of the bitterness of decayed leaves, so to my 
weary, prisoned heart, its cheerfulness had a sting of 
cold, and its tenderness unmanned me with the faintness 
of long-departed joys I wept half-bitterly, half-luxun- 
ously, but not long J dashed away the tears, ashamed 
T which I thought I had abandoned Ere 

I Imew, I had walked to the door, and seated myself 
ears against it, in order to catch every syllable 
T ^ revelation from the unseen outer world And now 
e^ each word distinctly The singer seemed to be 
standing or sitting near the tower, for the sounds 
m c^e no change of place The song was something 

IiIt-q +hic ^ 


^ golden knot on high 
Gathers the glories of the skv ^ 

And binds them into a shining tent 
Roofing the world with the filament 
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And through the pavilion tlic nch winds blow, 

And through the pavilion the waters go 
And the birds for joy, and the trees for prayer 
Bowing thcir heads in the sunny air. 

And for thoughts, the gently talking springs, 

That come from the centre with secret things — 

All make a music, gentle and strong. 

Bound by the heart into one sw ect song 
And amidst them all, the mother Earth 
Sits intli the children of her birth , 

She tendeth them all, as a mother hen 
Her little ones round her, twelve or ten 
Oft she sitteth, wath hands on knee. 

Idle wth love for her family 

Go forth to her from the dark and the dust. 

And weep beside her, if weep thou must. 

If she may not hold thee to her breast. 

Like a v, eary infant, that cnes for rest , 

At least she will press thee to her knee, 

And tell a low, sweet tale to thee. 

Till the hue to thy cheek, and the light to thine eye, 
Strength to thy hmbs, and courage high 
To thy famting heart, return amain, '' 

And away to work thou goest again. 

From the narrow desert, O man of pnde. 

Come mto the house, so high and wide 


Hardly knowing what I did, I opened the door Why 
ad I not done so before ? I do not know 
At first I could see no one, but when I had forced 
^yself past the tree which grew across the entrance. 
Saw, seated on the ground, and leaning against the 
Ge, with her back to my pnson, a beautiful woman 
er countenance seemed known to me, and yet un- 
She looked at me and smiled, when I made 
appearance 

Ah 1 were you the pnsoner there ? I am very glad 
I have wiled you out ” 

Ho you know me then^ " 

O 732 
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“ Do you not know me^ But you hurt me, and that, 

I suppose, makes it easy for a man to forget You 
broke my globe Yet I thank you Perhaps I owe you 
many thanks for breaking it I took the pieces, all black, 
and wet with crying over them, to the Fairy Queen 
There was no music and no hght m them now. But she 
took them from me, and laid them aside, and made 
me go to sleep in a great hall of white, with black 
pillars, and many red curtains. When I woke in the 
mormng, I went to her, hoping to have my globe again, 
whole and sound , but she sent me away without it, and 
I have not seen it since Nor do I care for it no\V I 
have something so much better I do not need the globe 
to play to me, for I can sing I could not sing at all 
before Now I go about everywhere through Fairy Land, 
singing till my heart is like to break, just hke my globe, 
for very joy at my own songs. And wherever I go, my 
songs do good, and deliver people And now I have 
dehvered you, and I am so happy " 

She ceased, and the tears came into her eyes 
All this time, I had been gazing at her , and now fully 
recogmsed the face of the child, glonfied m the counten- 
ance of the woman I was ashamed and humbled before 
her, but a great weight was hfted from my thoughts 
I knelt before her, and thanked her, and begged her 
to forgive me 

“ Rise, nse,” she said, “ I have nothing to forgive, 
I thank you But now I must be gone, for I do not 
know how many may be waiting for me, here and there, 
through the dark forests, and they cannot come out 
till I come ” 

She rose, and wth a smile and a farewell, turned and 
left me I dared not ask her to stay, in fact, I could 
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hardly speak to her Between her and me, there was a 
great gulf She was uphfted, by sorrow and well-doing, 
into a region I could hardly hope ever to enter I 
watched her departure, as one watches a sunset. She 
went hke a radiance through the dark wood, which was 
henceforth bright to me, from simply knowing that such 
a creature was in it. She was beanng the sun to the 
unsunned spots The light and the music of her broken 
globe were now in her heart and her brain As she went, 
she sang, and I caught these few words of her song, 
and the tones seemed to hnger and wind about the trees 
after she had disappeared 

Thou goest thine, and I go mine — 

Many ways we wend. 

Many days, and many ways. 

Ending m one end 

Many a wrong, and its curmg song. 

Many a road, and many an inn. 

Room to roam, but only one home 
For all the world to wm 

And so she vamshed With a sad heart, soothed by 
humihty, and the knowledge of her peace and gladness, 

I bethought me what now I should do First, I must 
leave the tower far behind me, lest, in some evil moment, 

I might be once more caged vathin its homble walls 
But it was ill walking in my heavy armour; and besides 
I had now no nght to the golden spurs and the re- 
splendent mail, fitl3’’ dulled with long neglect I might 
do for a squire ; but I honoured kmghthood too highly, 
to call myself an}' longer one of the noble brotherhood 
I stripped off all m}' armour, piled it imder the tree, 
just where the lady had been seated, and took my un- 
known way, eastward through the woods Of all my 
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weapons, I earned only a short axe in my hand Then 
first I knew the delight of being lowly, of saying to 
myself, " I am what I am, notlung more.” " I have 
failed,” I said, “ I have lost myself — ^would it had been 
my shadow ” I looked round’ the shadow was nowhere 
to be seen Ere long, I learned that it was not myself, 
but only my shadow, that I had lost I learned that it 
IS better, a thousand-fold, for a proud man to fall and 
be humbled, than to hold up his head m his pride and 
fancied innocence I learned that he that will be a hero, 
will barely be a man, that he that will be nothing but 
a doer of his work, is sure of his manhood. In nothing 
was my ideal lowered, or dimmed, or grown less precious, 
I only saw it too plainly, to set myself for a moment 
beside it Indeed, my ideal soon became my hfe, 
whereas, formerly, my hfe had consisted m a vain 
attempt to behold, if not my ideal in myself, at least 
myself in my ideal Now, however, I took, at first, what 
perhaps was a mistaken pleasure, m despising and 
degrading myself Another self seemed to arise, hke a 
white spint from a dead man, from the dumb and 
trampled self of the past Doubtless, this self must 
again die and be buried, and agam, from its tomb, 
spnng a winged child, but of this my history as yet 
bears not the record Self will come to hfe even in the 
slaying of self, but there is ever something deeper and 
stronger than it, which will emerge at last from the 
unknown abysses of the soul will it be as a solemn 
gloom, burning with eyes? or a clear morning after the 
rain? or a smihng child, that finds itself nowhere, and 
everywhere? 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

" High erected thought, seated tn a heart of courtesy ” 

Sir Philip Sidney 

“ A sweet atiracttve ktnde of grace, 

A full assurance gtven by loohes, 

Continuall comfort tn a face, 

The hneaments of Gospel bookes ” 

Matthew Roydon, on Sir Philip Sidney 

I HAD not gone far, for I had but ]ust lost sight of the 
hated tower, when a voice of another sort, sounding 
near or far, as the trees permitted or intercepted its 
passage, reached me It was a full, deep, manly voice, 
but withal clear and melodious Now it burst on the 
ear with a sudden swell, and anon, d3nng away as 
suddenly, seemed to come to me across a great space. 
Nevertheless, it drew nearer, till, at last, I could dis- 
tingmsh the words of the song, and get transient glimpses 
of the singer, between the columns of the trees He 
came nearer, dawning upon me hke a growing thought 
He was a knight, armed from head to heel, mounted 
upon a strange-lookmg beast, whose form I could not 
understand The words which I heard him sing were 
hke these* 

Heart be stout. 

And eye be true. 

Good blade out! 

And ill shall rue 

Courage, horse! 

Thou lackst no bkill , 

Well thy force 

Hath matched my will 
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For the foe 

With fiery breath, 

At a blow, 

Is still in. death 

Gently, horse! 

Tread fearlessly, 

'Tis his corse 

That burdens thee 

The sun's eye 
Is fierce at noon. 

Thou and I 

Will rest full soon 

And new strength 
New work will meet; 

Till, at length, 

Long rest is sweet 

And now horse and nder had amved near enough * 
for me to see, fastened by the long neck to the hinder 
part of the saddle, and traihng its hideous length on 
the ground behind, the body of a great dragon It was 
no wonder that, with such a drag at his heels, the horse 
could make but slow progress, notwithstanding his 
evident dismay The horrid, serpent-hke head, with 
its black tongue, forked with red, hanging out of its 
jaws, dangled against the horse's side Its neck was 
coveted with long blue hair, its sides with scales of green 
and gold Its back was of corrugated skin, of a purple 
hue Its belly was similar in nature, but its colour was 
leaden, dashed with blotches of hvid blue Its skinny, 
bat-hke wings and its tail were of a dull gray It was 
strange to see how so many gorgeous colours, so many 
curving hues, and such beautiful things as wings and 
hair and scales, combined to form the horrible creature, 
intense m ughness. 
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The knight was passing me with a salutation, but, 
as I walked towards him, he reined up, and I stood^by 
his stirrup When I came near him, I saw to my surprise 
and pleasure likewise, although a sudden pain, like a 
birth of fire, sprang up in my heart, that it was the 
kmght of the soiled armour, whom I knew before, and 
whom I had seen in the vision, with the lady of the 
marble But I could have thrown my arms around him, 
because she loved him This discovery only strengthened 
the resolution I had formed, before I recognised him, of 
offenng myself to the kmght, to wait upon him as a 
sqmre, for he seemed to be unattended I made my 
request in as few words as possible He hesitated for a 
moment, and looked at me thoughtfully I saw that he 
suspected who I was, but that he continued uncertain 
of his suspicion No doubt he was soon convinced of its 
truth, but all the time I was with him, not a word 
crossed his hps with reference to what he evidently 
concluded I wished to leave unnoticed, if not to keep 
concealed 

“ Squire and kmght should be fnends,” said he “ can 
you take me by the hand^ ” And he held out the great 
gauntleted right hand I grasped it wiUmgly and strongly 
Not a word more was said The kmght gave the sign 
to his horse, which again began his slow march, and I 
walked beside and a httle behind 

We had not gone very far before we arrived at a httle 
cottage , from which, as we drew near, a woman rushed 
out with the cry 

“ My child! my child! have you found my child ^ ” 

“ I have found her,” rephed the knight, “ but she is 
'sorely hurt. I was forced to leave her with the hermit, 
as I returned. You wiU find her there, and I think she 
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will get better You see I have brought you a present. 
This wretch will not hurt you again ” And he undid 
the creature’s neck, and flung the fnghtful burden down 
by the cottage door. 

The woman was now almost out of sight in the wood ; 
but the husband stood at the door, with speechless thanks 
in his face 

“You must bury the monster," said the knight “ If 
I had amved a moment later, I should have been too 
late But now you need not fear, for such a creature as 
this very rarely appears, in the same part, twice dunng 
a hfetime " 

“ Will you not dismount and rest you. Sir Knight^ 
said the peasant, who had, by this tune, recovered 
himself a httle 

“ That I will, thankfully," said he , and, dismounting, 
he gave the reins to me, and told me to unbndle the 
horse, and lead him into the shade “You need not 
tie him up,” he added, “ he will not run away " 

When I returned, after obeying his orders, and 
entered the cottage, I saw the knight seated, without 
his helmet, and talking most famiharly with the simple 
host I stood at the open door for a moment, and, 
gazing at him, inwardly justified the white lady m 
preferring him to me A nobler countenance I never 
saw Loving-kindness beamed from every hne of his 
face It seemed as if he would repay himself for the late 
arduous combat, by indulging in aU the gentleness of a 
womanly heart But when the talk ceased for a moment, 
he seemed to fall into a reverie. Then the exqmsite 
curves of the upper hp vanished The hp was lengthened 
and compressed at the same moment You could have 
told that, within the bps, the teeth were firmly closed. 
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Tlie whole face grew stem and determined, all but fierce, 
only the e^^es burned on like a holy sacrifice, uplift on 
a granite rock. 

The woman entered, with her mangled child in her 
arms She was pale as her little burden She gazed, 
'wth a wild love and despainng tenderness, on the still, 

^ but dead face, white and clear from loss of blood 
and terror 

The knight rose. The light that had been confined 
to his eyes, now shone from his whole countenance He 
took the httlc thing in his arms, and, with the mother’s 
^olp, undressed her, and looked to her wounds. The 
tears flow'ed down his face as he did so. With tender 
hands he bound them up, kissed the pale cheek, and 
gave her back to her mother. When he went home, all 
his tale would be of the grief and ]oy of the parents; 
^hile to me, who had looked on, the gracious counten- 
ance of the armed man, beaming from the panoply of 
steel, over the seemingl}^ dead child, while the pow'erful 
hands turned it and shifted it and bound it, if possible 
even more gently than the mother’s, formed the centre 
of the story. 1 

After we had partaken of the best they could gve 
us, the kmght took his leave, with a few parting instruc- 
tions to the mother as to how she should treat the 
child 

^ I brought the knight his steed, held the stirrup while 
he moimted, and then followed him through the w^ood 
The horse, delighted to be free of his 'hideous load, 
bounded beneath the weight of man and armour, and 
could hardly be restrained from galloping on But the 
knight made him tune his powers to mine, and so we 
went on for an hour or two Then the knight dismounted. 
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and compelled me toget into thesaddlc, saying * " Knight 
and sqmre must share the labour.” 

Holding by the stirrup, he walked along by my side, 
heavily clad as he was, with apparent ease As we went 
he led a conversation m which I took what humble part 
my sense of my condition would permit me. 

‘ Somehow or other,” said he, ” notwithstanding the 
beauty of this country of Faene, in which we are, there 
is much that is wrong m it If there are great splendours, 
there are corresponding horrors, heights and depths; 
beautiful women and awful fiends, noble men and 
weakhngs All a man has to do, is to better what he 
can And if he wiU settle it with himself, that even 
renown and success are in themselves of no great value, 
and be content to be defeated, if so be that the fault 
is not his, and so go to his work with a cool brain and 
a strong will, he will get it done , and fare none the worse 
in the end, that he w^s not burdened with provision 
and precaution ” 

But he will not always come off well,” I ventured 
to say 

Perhaps not,” rejoined the kmght, " m the indi- 
vidual act, but the result of his hfetime will content 
him ” 

So it wiU fare with you, doubtless,” thought I,- 

but for me ” 

Venturing to resume the conversation after a pause, 

I said, hesitatingly 

May I ask for what^ the little beggar-girl wanted 
your aid, when she came to your castle to find you? ” 

He looked at me for a moment m silence, and then 
said — 

I cannot help wondering how you know of that. 
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but there is something about you quite strange enough 
to entitle you to the pnvilege of the country; namely, 
to go unquestioned I, however, being only a man, such 
^ you see me, am ready to teU you anything you hke 
to ask me, as far as I can The little beggar-girl came 
into the hall where I was sitting, and told me a very 
f^ous story, which I can only recollect very vaguely, 
it was so pecuhar What I can recall i^, that she was 
sent to gather wings As soon as she had gathered a 
pair of wings for herself, she was to fly away, she said, 
to the country she came from ; but where that was, she 
could give no information She said she had to beg 
her Wings from the butterflies and moths , and wherever 
she begged, no one refused her. But she needed a great 
many of the wmgs of butterflies and moths to make a 
pair for her, and so she had to wander about day after 
looking for butterflies, and night after night, looking 
for moths, and then she begged for their ivings But 
the day before, she had come into a part of the forest, 
she said, where there were multitudes of splendid butter- 
flies flitting about, ivith wings which were just fit to 
make the eyes in the shoulders of hers; and she knew 
she could have as many of them as she liked for the 
asking, but as soon as she began to beg, there came a 
great creature nght up to her, and threw her down, and 
valked over her When she got up. she saw’ the wood 
was full of these beings stalking about, and stennng to 
have nothing to do with each other As coon as ever 
slie began to beg, one of tiicm w.Uked over her; till at 
last in dismay, and m growing horror of the s'medtss 
creatures, she had run away to look for to 

help her I asked her what they were Ifl.* Mu* cud, 
Ukt great men, made of wood, without 1 nee- or diejw- 
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joints, and without any noses or mouths or eyes in the 
faces I laughed at the little maiden, tliinking she w 
making child's game of me; but, although she burst oi 
laughing too, she persisted in asserting the truth of h 
story 

" ' Only come, kmght, come and see; I will lej 
you ’ 

“ So I armed myself, to be ready for anything th 
might happen, and followed the child, for, though 
could make nothing of her story, I could see she was 
little human being in need of some help or other ^ 
she walked before me, I looked attentively at he 
Whether or not it was from being so often knock( 
down and walked over, I could not teU, but her cloth 
were very much tom, and in several places her whi 
skin was peeping through I thought she was hum; 
backed, but on looking more closely, I saw, throu^ 
the tatters of her frock — do not laugh at me — a bunt 
on each shoulder, of the most gorgeous colours Lookn 
yet more closely, I saw that they were of the shape 
folded wings, and were made of all kinds of butterfl 
wings and moth-wings, crowded together like tl 
feathers, on the individual butterfly pmion, but, hi 
them, most beautifully arranged, and producing 
perfect harmony of colour and shade I could nc 
more easily beheve the rest, of her story, especially 
I saw, every now and then, a certain heavmg moti< 
in the wings, as if they longed to be uphfted and ou 
spread But beneath her scanty garments comple 
wings could not be concealed, and indeed, from her ov 
story, they were yet unfimshed 

“ After walking for two or three hours (how the hti 
girl found her way, I could not imagine), we came to 
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part of the forest, the very air of which was qmvenng 
with the motions of multitudes of resplendent butter- 
flies, as gorgeous m colour, as if the eyes of peacocks’ 
feathers had taken to flight, but of infinite vanety of 
hue and form, only that the appearance of some kind of 
eye on each wing predominated ‘ There they are, there 
they are > ’ cned the child, m a tone of victory mingled 
With terror Except for this tone, I should have thought 
she referred to the butterflies, for I could see nothing 
else But at that moment an enormous butterfly, whose 
Wings had great eyes of blue surrounded by confused 
cloudy heaps of more dingy colouring, ]ust hke a break 
lu the clouds on a stormy day towards evemng, settled 
near us The child instantly began murmuring ‘ Butter- 
fly, butterfly, give me your wings ’, when, the moment 
after, she fell to the ground, and began crying as if hurt 
I drew my sword and heaved a great blow m the direction 
in which the child had fallen It struck something, and 
instantly the most grotesque imitation of a man became 
Visible You see this Fairy Land is full of oddities and 
all sorts of incredibly ndiculous things, which a man is 
compelled to meet and treat as real existences, although 
all the time he feels foohsh for doing sO This being, if 
being it could be called, was hke a block of wood roughly 
hewn into the mere outhnes of a man, and hardly so, 
for it had but head, body, legs, and arms — the head 
■vwthout a face, and the hmbs utterly formless I had 
hewn off one of its legs, but the two portions moved on 
as best they could, quite independent of each other, so 
that I had done no good I ran after it, and dove it in 
twain from the head dowmwards; but it could not be 
conwnced that its vocation va'^ not to walk over people, 
for, as soon as the httlc girl btgan her begging again. 
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all three parts came bustling up; and if I had not inter- 
posed my weight between her and them, she would liave 
been trampled again under them I saw that something 
else must be done If the wood was full of the creatures, 
it would be an endless work to chop them so small that 
they could do no injury, and then, besides, the parts 
would be so numerous, that the butterflies would be in 
danger from the drift of flying chips I served this one 
so, however, and then told the girl to beg again, and 
point out the direction m which one was coming I was 
glad to find, however, that I could now see him myself, 
and wondered how they could have been invisible before 
I would not allow him to walk over the child , but while 
I kept him off, and she began begging again, another 
appeared , and it was aU I could do, from the weight of 
my armour, to protect her from the stupid, persevenng 
efforts of the two But suddenly the nght plan occurred 
to me I tnpped one of them up, and, taking him by the 
legs, set him up on his head, with his heels against a 
tree I was dehghted to find he could not move Mean- 
time the poor child was walked over by the other, but 
it was for the last time Whenever one appeared, I 
followed the same plan — ^tnpped him up and set him 
on his head , and so the httle beggar was able to gather 
her wings without any trouble, which occupation she 
continued for several hours in my company ” 

“ What became of her^ ” I asked 
“ I took her home with me to my castle, and she 
told me all her story , but it seemed to me, all the tune, 
as if I were heanng a child talk m its sleep I could 
not arrange her story in my mind at all, although it 
seemed to leave hers in some certain order of its own. 
My wife ” 
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Here the kmght checked himself, and said no more 
Neither did I urge the conversation farther. 

Thus we journeyed for several days, resting at night 
in such shelter as we could get, and when no better 
was to be had, Ipng in the forest under some tree, on 
n couch of old leaves 

I loved the kmght more and more I believe never 
squire served his master with more care and ]05dulness 
than I I tended his horse; I cleaned his armour, my 
skill in the craft enabled me to repair it when necessary , 
I watched his needs , and was well repaid for all by the 
love itself which I bore him 

This,” I said to myself, " is a true man I will serve 
and give him all worship, seeing in him the un- 
bodiment of what I would fain become If I cannot be 
noble myself, I will yet be servant to his nobleness ” 
He, in return, soon showed me such signs of fnendship 
and respect, as made my heart glad, and I felt that, 
alter all, mine would be no lost hfe, if I might wait on 
inm to the world's end, although no smile but his shohld 
greet me, and no one but hun should say, “ Well, done! 
he was a good servant i ” at last But I burned to do 
something more for him than the ordinary routine of a 
squire’s duty permitted 

One afternoon, we began to observe an appearance 
of roads in the wood Branches had been cut doivn, 
and opemngs made, where footsteps had worn no path 
below. These mdications increased as we passed on, till, 
at length, we came into a long, narrow avenue, formed 
by feUing the trees m its hne, as the remaimng roots 
evidenced At some httle distance, on both hands, we 
observed signs of similar avenues, which appeared to 
converge with ours, towards one spot Along these we 



224 Phantastcs 

indistinctly saw several forms mo\dng, vlnch seemed, 
with ourselves, to approach the common centre. Our 
path brought us, at last, up to a wall of yew-trees, grow- 
ing close together, and intertwining their branches so 
that nothing could be seen bejmnd it An opening was 
cut in it hke a door, and all the wall was trimmed smooth 
and perpendicular The knight dismounted, and waited 
till I had provided for lus horse’s comfort; upon which 
we entered the place together' 

It was a great space, bare of trees, and enclosed by 
four walls of yew, similar to that through which we had 
entered These trees grew to a verj^ great height, and 
did not divide from each other till close to the top, 
where their summits formed a row of conical battle- 
ments all around the walls The space contained was a 
parallelogram of great length Along each of the two 
onger sides of the intenor, were ranged three ranks of 
men, in white robes, standing silent and solemn, each 
with a sword by his side, although the rest of his costume 
and bearing was more pnestly than soldierly For some 
stance inwards, the space between these opposite rows 
was filled with a company of men and women and 
children, in hohday attire The looks of all were directed 
inwards, towards the further end Far beyond the crowd, 
in a long avenue, seeming to narrow in the distance, 
went the long rows of the white-robed men On what 
e attention of the multitude was fixed, we could not 
e , for the sun had set before we arrived, and it was 
growng dark within It grew darker and darker The 
m titude waited in silence The stars began to_ shine 
own into the enclosure, and they grew brighter and 
arger every moment A wind arose, and swayed the 
pinnacles of the tree-tops, and made a strange sound, 

I 
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half like music, half hke moaning, through the close 
branches and leaves of the tree-walls, A young girl who 
stood beside me, clothed in the same dress as the pnests, 
bowed her head, and grew pale with awe 
The knight whispered to me. “ How solemn it is> 
Surely they wait to hear the voice of a prophet There 
IS something good near! ” 

I, though somewhat shaken by the feeling 
expressed by my master, yet had an unaccountable 
Conviction that here was something bad So I resolved 
to be keenly on the watch for what should follow 
Suddenly a great star, hke a sun, appeared high in 
the air over the temple, illuminating it throughout , and 
^ great song arose from the men in white, which went 
roUing round and round the building, now receding to 
the end, and now approaching, down the other side, the 
place where we stood For some of the singers were 
regularly ceasing, and the next to them as regularly 
taking up the song, so that it crept onwards with grada- 
tions produced by changes which could not themselves 
be detected, for only a few of those who were smgmg 
ceased at the same moment The song paused, and I 
saw a company of six of the white-robed men walk up 
the centre of the human avenue, surrounding a youth 
gorgeously attired beneath his robe of white, and wear- 
ing a chaplet of flowers on his head I followed them 
closely, with my keenest observation, and, by accom- 
panying their slow progress with my eyes, I was able 
to perceive more clearly what took place when they 
amved at the other end I knew that my sight was so 
much more keen than that of most people, that I had 
good reason to suppose I should see more than the rest 
could, at such a distance At the farther end a throne 
•p 732 
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stood upon a platform, high above the heads of the 
surrounding priests To tins platform I saw the company 
begin to ascend, apparently by an inclined plane or 
gentle slope The throne itself was elevated again, on 
a kind of square pedestal, to the top of which led a 
flight of steps. On the throne sat a majestic-looking 
figure, whose posture seemed to indicate a mixture of 
pnde and benignity, as he looked down on the multi- 
tude below The company ascended to the foot of the 
throne, where they all kneeled for some minutes, then 
they rose and passed round to the side of the pedestal 
upon which the throne stood Here they crowded dose 
behind the youth, putting him m the foremost place, 
and one of them opened a door in the pedestal, for the 
youth to enter I was sure I saw him shnnk back, and 
those crowding behind pushed him in Then, again, 
arose a burst of song from the multitude in white, which 
lasted some tune When it ceased, a new company of 
seven commenced its march up the centre. As they 
advanced, I looked up at my master . his noble counten- 
ance was full of reverence and awe Incapable of evil 
himself, he could scarcely suspect it m another, much 
less in a multitude such as this, and surrounded with 
such appearances of solemmty I was certain it was the 
really grand accompamments that overcame him, that 
the stars overhead, the dark towering tops of the yew- 
trees, and the wind that, hke an unseen spirit, sighed 
through their branches, bowed his spirit to the behef, 
that in all these ceremonies lay some great mystical 
meamng, which, his humihty told him, his ignorance 
prevented him from understanding 

More convinced than before, that there was evil here, 
I could not endure that my master should be deceived; 
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that one bke him, so pure and noble, should respect 
what, if my suspicions were true, was worse than the 
ordinary deceptions of pnestcraft I could not tell how 
he might be led to countenance, and otherwise 
support their doings, before he should find cause to 
repent bitterly of his error I watched the new proces- 
sion yet more keenly, if possible, than the former This 
tune, the central figure was a girl, and, at the close, I 
observed, yet more indubitably, the shrinking back, and 
the crowding push WTiat happened to the victims, I never 
learned, but I had learned enough, and I could bear it 
no longer I stooped, and whispered to the young girl 
who stood by me, to lend me her white garment I ' 
wanted it, that I might not be entirely out of keeping 
with the solemnity, but might have at least this help to 
passing unquestioned She looked up, half-amused and 
half-bewildered, as if doubtmg whether I was m earnest 
or not But in her perplexity, she permitted me to 
Unfasten it, and slip it down from her shoulders I 
easily got possession of it, and, sinking down on my 
knees in the crowd, I rose apparently in the habit of one 
of the worshippers 

Giving my battle-axe to the girl, to hold m pledge 
for the return of her stole, for I wished to test the 
"matter unarmed, and, if it was a man that sat upon 
the throne, to attack him with hands bare, as I supposed 
his must be, I made my way through the crowd to the 
front, while the singing yet continued, desirous of reach- 
ing the platform while it was unoccupied by any of the 
pnests I was permitted to walk up the long avenue of 
white robes unmolested, though I saw questioning looks 
in many of the faces as I passed I presume my coolness 
aided my passage , for’ I felt quite indifferent as to my 
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own fate , not feeling, after the late events of my history, 
that I was at all worth taking care of; and enjoying, 
perhaps, something of an evil satisfaction, in the revenge 
I was thus taking upon the self which had fooled me 
so long When I amved on the platform, the song had 
just ceased, and I felt as if all were looking towards me 
But instead of kneehng at its foot, I walked nght up 
the stairs to the throne, laid hold of a great wooden 
image that seemed to sit upon it, and tried to hurl it 
from its seat. In this I failed at first, for I found it 
firmly fixed But in dread lest, the first shock of amaze- 
ment passing away, the guards would rush upon me 
- before I had efiected my purpose, I strained with all 
my might, and, with a noise as of the cracking, and 
breaking, and tearing of rotten wooti, something gave 
way, and I hurled the image down the steps Its dis- 
placement revealed a great hole in the throne, like the 
hollow of a decayed tree, going down apparently a great 
way But I had no time to examine it, for, as I looked 
into it, up out of it rushed a great brute, hke a wolf, 
but twice the size, and tumbled me headlong with itself, 
down the steps of the throne. As we fell, however, I 
caught it by the throat, and the moment we reached the 
platform, a struggle commenced, m which I soon got 
uppermost, with my hand upon its throat, and knee 
upon its heart But now arose a wild cry of wrath and 
revenge and rescue A umversal hiss of steel, as every -• 
sword was swept from its scabbard, seemed to tear the 
very air in shreds I heard the rush of hundreds towards 
the platform on which I knelt I only tightened my 
grasp of the brute s throat His eyes were already 
starting from his head, and his tongue was hanging out 
My anxious hope was, that, even after they had killed 
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me, they would be iinable to undo my grips of his 
throat, before the monster was past breathing I there- 
fore threw all my will, and force, and purpose, into the 
graspmg hand I remember no blow A faintness came 
over me, and my consciousness departed 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

" We are ne'er hke angels till our passions die ” 

Dekker 

“ This wretched Inn, where we scarce stay to bait, 

We call our Dwelling-Place 
We call one Step a Race 
But angels in their full enlightened state, 

Angels, who Live, and know what ‘tis to Be, 

Who all the nonsense of our language see. 

Who speak things, and owr words, their til-drawn pictures, scorn, 
When we, by a foolish figure, say. 

Behold an old man dead 1 then they 
Speak properly, and cry. Behold a man-child bom! ” 

COWEEY. 

I WAS dead, and nght content I lay in my cofiSin, with 
my hands folded in peace The kmght, and the lady I 
loved, wept over me Her tears fell on my face 

“Ah' ” said the kmght, “ I rushed amongst them 
hke a madman I hewed them down hke brushwood 
Their swords battered on me hke hail, but hurt me not 
I cut a lane through to my friend He was dead But 
he had throttled the monster, and I had to cut the 
handful out of its throat, before I could disengage and 
carry off his^ body They dared not molest me as I 
brought him back " 

" He has died well,” said the lady 
My spint rejoiced They left me to my repose I 
felt as if a^cool hand had been laid upon my heart, and 
had stilled it My soul was hke a summer evemng, after 
a heavy fall of ram, when the drops are yet glistening 
on the trees m the last rays of the down-going sun, and 
the wind of the t\vihght has begun to blow. The hot 
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fever of life had gone by, and I breathed the clear 
mountain-air of the land of Death I had never dreamed 
of such blessedness It was not that I had in any way 
ceased to be what I had been The very fact that any- 
thing can die, imphes the existence of something that 
cafinot die, which must either take to itself another 
form, as when the seed that is sown dies, and anses 
9^ain, or, in'conscious existence, may/ perhaps, continue 
to lead a purely spmtual hfe If my passions were dead, 
the souls of the passions, those essential mystenes of 
the spirit which had unbodied themselves in the passions, 
and had given to them aU their glory and wonderment, 
yet hved, yet glowed, with a pure, undpng fire They 
rose above their vamshing earthly garments, and dis- 
closed themselves angels of hght But oh, how beautiful 
beyond the old. form ' I lay thus for a tune, and hved as 
It were an unradiating existence, my soul a motion- 
less lake, that received all things and gave nothing 
back, satisfied in still contemplation, and spiritual 
consciousness 

Ere long, they bore me to my grave Never tired 
child lay down m his white bed, and heard the sound 
of his playthings being laid aside for the mght, with a 
more luxurious satisfaction of repose than I knew, when 
I felt the cofi&n settle on the firm earth, and heard the 
sound of the falhng mould upon its hd It has not the 
same hollow rattle within the cofi&n, that it sends up to 
the edge of the grave They buned me m no graveyard 
They loved me too much for that, I thank them; but 
they laid me in the grounds of their own castle, amid 
many trees , where, as it was spring-time, were growing 
primroses, and blue-bells, and all the families of the 
woods 
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Now that I lay in her bosom, the whole earth, and 
each of her many births, was as a body to me, at my 
will I seemed to feel the great heart of the mother 
beating into mine, and feeding me with her own life, her 
own essential being and nature I heard the footsteps of 
my friends above, and they sent a thrill through my 
heart I knew that the helpers had gone, and that the 
Imight and the lady remained, and spoke low, gentle, 
tearful words of him who lay beneath the yet wounded 
sod I rose into a single large pnmrose that grew by the 
edge of the grave, and from the window of its humble, 
trusting face, looked full m the countenance of the lady. 
I felt that I could mamfest myself in the pnmrose, 
that it said a part of what I wanted to say, ]ust as in 
the old tune, I had used to betake myself to a song for 
the same end The flower caught her eye She stooped 
and plucked it, saying, “ Oh, you beautiful creature ' ” 
and, lightly kissing it, put it in her bosom It was the 
first kiss she had ever given me But the flower soon 
began to wither, and I forsook it ' 

It was evening The sun was below the honzon , but 
his rosy beams yet illuminated a feathery cloud, that 
floated high above the world I arose, I reached the 
cloud, and, throwing myself upon it, floated with it in 
sight of the sinking sun He sank, and the cloud grew 
gray , but the grayness touched not my heart It earned 
its rose-hue within, for now I could love without need- 
ing to be loved again The moon came ghding up \vith 
all the past in her wan face She changed my couch 
into a ghostly pallor, and threw all the earth below as 
to the bottom of a pale sea of dreams But she could 
not make me sad I knew now, that it is by loving, and 
not by being loved, that one can come nearest the soul 
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of another , yea, that, where two love, it is the loving of 
oach other, and not the being loved by each other, that 
originates and perfects and assures their blessedness. 
I knew tliat love gives to him that loveth, power over 
any soul beloved, even if that soul know him not, bnng- 
^ng him inwardly close to that spirit, a power that 
oannot be but for good, for in proportion as selfishness 
intrudes, the love ceases, and the power which spnngs 
therefrom dies Yet all love will, one day, meet with its 
return All true love will, one day, behold its own 
^age m the eyes of the beloved, and be humbly glad. 
This IS possible in the realms of lofty Death “Ah! 
my fnends,” thought I, “ how I will tend you, and wait 
upon you, and haunt you with my love ” 

My floating chariot bore me over a great city Its 
faint dull sound steamed up into the air — a sound — ^how 
Composed^ “ How many hopeless cnes,” thought I, 
and how many mad shouts go to make up the tumult, 
here so faint where I float in eternal peace, knowing 


that they wiU one day be stilled in the surrounding calm, 
and that despair dies into infimte hope, and the seeming 
nnpossible there, is the law here! But, O pale-faced 
Women, and gloomy-browed men, and forgotten children, 
how I will wait on you, and minister to you, and, puttmg 
niy arms about you in the dark, think hope into your 
hearts, when you fancy no one is near! Soon as my 
senses have all come back, and have grown accustomed 
to this new blessed hfe, I will be among you with the 
love that healeth ” 

With this, a pang and a terrible shudder went through 
me , a writhing as of death convulsed me , and I became 
once again conscious of a more hmited, even a bodily 
and earthly life 
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CHAPTER XXV 

" Unser Leben tst ketn Traum, aber es soli und wtvd melhcht ewef 
voerden ” — Novalis 

'■ Our hfe ts no dream , but tt ought to become one, and perhaps 
unll” 

“ And on the ground, which ts my modres gate, 

I knocke With my staf, erhch and late, 

And say to hire, Leve mother, let me in ” 

Chaucer, The Pardoneres Tale 

Sinking from such a state of ideal bhss, into the world 
of shadows which again closed around and infolded me, 
my first dread was, not unnaturally, that my own 
shadow had found me again, and that my torture had 
commenced anew It was a sad revulsion of feehng 
This, indeed, seemed to correspond to what we think 
death is, before we die Yet I felt within me a power 
of calm endurance to which I had hitherto been a 
stranger For, in truth, that I should be able if only 
to think such things as I had been thinking, was an 
unspeakable dehght An hour of such peace made the 
turmoil of a hfetime worth stnving through. 

I found myself lying in the open air, in the early 
morning, before sunrise Over me rose the summer 
heaven, expectant of the sun The clouds already saw 
him, coming from afar, and soon every dewdrop would 
rejoice m his individual presence within it I lay motion- 
less for a few minutes, and then slowly rose and looked 
about me I was on the summit of a little lull , a valley 
lay beneath, and a range of mountains closed up the 
view upon that side. But, to my horror, across the 
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the height of the opposing mountains, 
e c ed, from my very feet, a hugely expanding shade, 
sre it lay, long and large, dark and mighty I turned 
way With a sick despair , when lo ! I beheld the sun just 
th head above the eastern hill, and the shadow 

^ ^ eU from me, lay only where, his beams fell not 
anced for joy It was only the natural shadow, that 
oes With every man who walks in the sun As he arose, 
qF higher, the shadow-head sank down the side 

e opposite hiU, and crept in across the valley 
towards my feet. 

j that I was so joyously delivered from this fear, 
saw and recogmsed the country around me In the 
tielow, lay my own castle, and the haunts of my 

0 dhood were all about me I hastened home My 
Sisters received me with unspeakable joy, but I suppose 

oy observed some change in me, for a kmd of respect, 
''^th a shght touch of awe in it, rmngled with their joy, 
3-od made me ashamed They had been m great distress 
about me On the mormng of my disappearance, they 
had found the floor of my room flooded, and, all that 
hay, a wondrous and nearly impervious mist had hung 
about the castle and grounds I had been gone, they 
told me, twenty-one days To me it seemed twenty-one 
years Nor could I yet feel qmte secure in my new 
expenences When, at night, I lay down once more m 
^y own bed, I did not feel at all sure that when I 
awoke, I should not find myself in some mysterious 
region of Fairy Land My dreams were incessant and 
perturbed, but when I did awake, I saw clearly that 

1 was in my own house. 

My mind soon grew calm; and I began the duties 
of my new position, somewhat instructed, I hoped, by 
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the adventures that had befallen me in Fairy Land 
Could I translate the expenence of my travels there, 
into common life’ This was the question. Or must 
hve it all over again, and learn it all over again, m the 
other forms that belong to the world of men, whose 
expenence yet runs parallel to that of Fair}^ Land 
These questions I cannot answer yet But I fear 
Even yet, I find myself looking round sometimes with 
anxiety, to see whether my shadow falls nght away 
from the sun or no I have never yet discovered any 
mchnation to either side And if I am not unfrequently 
sad, I yet cast no more of a shade on the earth, than 
most men who have hved m it as long as I I have a 
strange feeling sometimes, that I am a ghost, sent '-into 
the world to minister to my fellow men, or, rather, to 
repair the wrongs I have already done May the world 
be bnghter for me, at least in those portions of it where 
my darkness falls not 

Thus I, who set out to find my Ideal, came back 
rejoicing that I had lost my Shadow 

When the thought of the blessedness I expenenced, 
after my death in Fairy Land, is too high for me to lay 
hold upon it and hope in it, I often think of the wise 
woman in the cottage, and of her solemn assurance that 
she knew something too good to be told When I am 
oppressed by any sorrow or real perplexity, I often feel 
as if I had only left her cottage for a time, and would 
soon return out of the vision into it again Sometimes, 
on such occasions, I find myself, unconsciously almost, 
looking about for the mystic mark of red, with the 
vague hope of entering her door, and being comforted 
by her wise tenderness I then console myself by saying 
“ I have come through the door of Dismay; and the 
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Way back from the world into which that has led me, is 
through my tomb Upon that the red sign lies, and I 
shall find it one day, and be glad " 

I iviU end my story with the relation of an incident 
which befell me a few days ago I had been with my 
reapers, and, when they ceased their work at noon, I 
lam down under the shadow of a great, ancient 
>eech-tree, that stood on the edge of the field. As I lay, 
wth my eyes closed, J began to listen to the sound of 
he leaves overhead At first, they made sweet inar- 
iculate music alone ; but, by-and-by , the sound seemed 
begin to take shape, and to be gradually moulding 
tself into words, till, at last, I seemed able to dis- 
iDguish these, half-dissolved in a httle ocean of circum- 
luent tones* “A great good is commg— -is coming — 
s coming to thee, Anodos ” , and so over and over 
>-gam. I fancied that the sound reminded me of the voice 
^f the ancient woman in the cottage that was four- 
•quare I opened my eyes, and, for a moment, almost 
3eheved that I saw her face, with its many wnnkles and 
ts young eyes, looking at me from between two hoary 
tranches of the beech overhead But when I looked 
nore keenly, I saw only twigs and leaves, and the mfimte 
’ky, in tiny spots, gazing through between Yet I know 
that good IS coming to me — ^that good is alwa 3 rs coming J 
though few have at all times the simphcity and the 
courage to beheve it What we call evil, is the only and 
best shape, which, for the person and his condition at 
the time, could be assumed by the best good And so. 
Farewell 
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